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AnnA with an anpels's air, Ti 
| Sweet her nctes. her face as fair, | ( 
Vaſſals and kings 
Feel when ſhe /ings, | Sy 
Charms of warbling beauty near. 5 
| | Pl 
| - W 
ETTRICK BANKS. b 
5 I. | 
On Ettrick . in a ſummer's night, | 
At glowming when tne ſheep drave hame, 
I met my laſſic braw and tight, < T; 
Came wading, barefhot, a her lane: 5 
My heart grew light, I ran I flang Ar 
My arms about her lily neck. | "8 
And kifs'd and clapp'd her there ſou lang: * 
My words * were na mony, ſeck. Li 
Sin 8 2 


J ſaid. my laſſie, vil ve go 
To the highland hills the Farſe to learn? 
PH baith gre thee a cow and ew, 

When ye come to the brig of Earn. 
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At Leith, auld meal comes in, ne'er ſaſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law ; 
Chear up your heart my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 
825 III. 
All day when we have wrought enough, 
Wnen winter, frolts, and ſna begin, 


Soon as the ſun gaes weit the loch, 


At night when you fit down to ſpin, 
Pll ſcrew my pipes and play a ſpring : 
And thus the weary night wil end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 
IV. 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
Pl meet my laſs among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield. 
Then far trac a' their ſcornfu” din. 


That make the kindly hearts their ſport, - 


We'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and ling, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort. 


The Birks of IxVEnMAx. 


J. 

Tux ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneſul birds to ſing; 
And while they warble from the ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſc, 5 
Like them, improve the hour that flies ; 
And in ſoft raptures waite the day 
Among the birks of Invermay. 

II. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 


And age, lite's winter will appear, 4 4 


At this thy living bloom will fade, 


Vol. IV. | 
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Qur taſte of pleature then is o'er 
The feather'd ſjongtters arc no more; 
And when they druop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 

Hi. 
The laverocks now and lintwhite ſing, 
The rocks around. with cen es ring; 
The mavis and the blackbird vie, 
In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day. 
The wood now wear their lummer-ſuits, 
To mirth all nature now invites; 
Let us be blythſome then anu gay 

Among the birks of W 

IV. 
Behold the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and ſriſking lambs 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, - 
And all the reptile kind rejoice ; 
Let us like them, then ſing and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 

V 
Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly, my love, to gladneſs-call 
The wanton waves ſport in the de 


And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams. 


The circling fun docs now advance, 
And all the planets rouna him dance ; 
Let us as jovial be as they, 

N the birks of Invermay. 


Hs no and LzANDER. 


ka old 8 


. LzawDFR on the bay 
Of Helliſpont all naked food, 
Impatient of delay, AE 
He leap'd into the facal flood 
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The raging ſeas, 
Whom none can pleaſe, 
Gainſt him their malice ſhow, | 
The heavens lour'd, 9 


The rain down pour'd, 
And loud the winds did blow. 
II. / 


Then caſting round his eyes | 5 
Thus of his fate he did complain: | A 
Ye cruel rocks, and ſkies ! 4 . 3 
Ye ſtormy winds, and angry main, | £ * 
Wbat tis to miſs | | A 
The lovers bliſs, ; | 
Alas ! ye do not know ; : | pe. 
Make me your wreck 1 F 
As I come back, | 0% 1 
But ſpare me as I go. 5 0 
Lo! yonder ſtands the tower 5 bs 
Where my beloved Hero lies, | 4 


And this is the appointed hour ; 
Which ſets to watch her longing eyes. 7 
To his fond ſuit = 

The gods were mute; 5 


The billows anſwer, No ; 2 
Up to the ſkies E-. 
The ſurges riſe, | 3 

But ſink the youth as low. | | boo 

IV. wing ro ft. = 
Mean while the wiſhing maid _ fs 449 of 
Divided *twixt her care and love, | in 
No does his ſtay upbraid ; rs. 3 

Now dreads he ſhou'd the paſſage prove : : 4 
O fate ! ſaid the, ton *N 
Nor heaven nor thee, „ 1 

Our vows ſhall e'er divide. th 

I'd leap this wall, 1 4 
Cou'd I but fall RG 1 
By my Leander's ſide, MW 
; e 2 5 
WM 
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V 

Hark, how the waters as they fall, 
Loudly, my love, to gladneſs call; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams, 
The circling fun does now advance, 
And all the planets rouna him dance ; 
Let us as jovial be as they. 
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Hero and LzAxDER, 
3 old * 

Laub n on the bay 

Of Helliſpont all naked 4 food, 


; Impatient of delay, LH 
He leap'd pts, the foul flood: 
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"The raging ſeas, 


Whom none can pleaſe, .» 
 *Gainſt him their malice ſhow, my 
The heavens lour'd, F 
The rain down pour'd, | "a 
And loud the winds did blow. | be. 
II. 1 
Then caſting round his eyes 4 
Thus of his fate he did complain: = 
Ye cruel rocks, and ſkies ! J J 
Ye ſtormy winds, and angry main, * 
What tis to miſs * 


The lovers bliſs, 


Alas! ye do not know; | 7 
Make me your wreck 12 $#44 *J 

As I come back, eg OE = 

But ſpare me as I go. 1 
| ; III. . 1 
Lo! yonder ſtands the tower . 4 
Where my beloved Hero lies, 4 
And this is the appointed hour 7 


Which ſets to watch her longing eyes. "2 

To his fond ſuit - = 
| The gods were mute; | * 
The billows anſwer, No; 


Up to the ſkies 3 
The ſurges riſe, 4 ES 4 
But ſink the youth as low. | 5 
IV. lie In " "i 
Mean while the wiſhing mail If 
Divided *twixt her care and love, 4 
Ner- does his ſtay upbraid; ns Hh 4 
ow dreads he ſhou'd the paſſa e: 4 
O fate ! ſaid ſhe, 28 nas 404 9 
Nor heaven nor thee, | | 54 
Our vows ſhall e'er divide. 97 
Pd leap this wall, a 
Cou'd I but fall 14 
By my Leander's ſide. mY * 
a e |. 
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| . V. ; 
At length the riſing ſun 
Did to her fight reveal too late, 
'That Hero was undone ; 
Not by Leander's fault but fate. 
Said ſhe VII ſhew, 
Tho? we are two, 
Our loves were ever one; 
This proof Ill give, 
I will not hve, 
Nor ſhall he dic alone. 
5 . 
Down from the wall ſhe leapt 
Into the raging ſeas to him, 
Courtirg each wave ſhe met, 
To teach her weary'd arms to ſwim ; 3 
The ſea gods wept, 
Nor longer kept 
Her from her lover's ſide, 
When join'd at laſt, 
She graſp'd him faſt, _ 
Then figh'd, exobrac'd,: -and died, 


Rare W1LLy drown'd in Vannow. | 


I. 
 WirLy's rare, , and Willy's fair, 
And Willy's wondrous bonny; 
And willy height to marry me, 
Gin eder he married on y. 
wot M7 
Yeſtreen I made my bed fu” braid, 
This night I'll make it narrow; 
For a' the live- lang winter night 
I lie twin'd of my marrow. 
III. 
O came you by yon water: dae, 
Pou'd you the roſe or lily ? 
Or came you by yon meadow green ? 
9 ſaw you my ſweet "_— ? 
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She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, — 
dhe ſought him braid and narrow ;. - : 
ne in the cleaving of a craig 
She found him drowr'd in Yarrow. 


The King and the Miller. 


L | 
How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs ! 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs ; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for tupport, 
Which 1s better than ſervilely cringing at court. 
What tho? he all duſty and whiten'd does go? 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau; 
A clown in his dreis may be honeſter far, 


Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 


8 : II. . 
Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd theyꝰ re not fit to be ſeen, 


The hands of his betters are not very clean; 


A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the 12 like meal. 
What if, when a pudding ſor dinner he lacks, 


He cribs without ſcruple from other mens ſacks, 


In this of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely {rom other men's Neg. 


III. 
Or ſhou'd he cher 10 heap. an eſtate, 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 

And all his concerns to bring griſt to his: mill ; 
Heeats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary conten- ed does ly, 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing; 

If ſo happy a e who'd be a lh 2. 
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Tano Tauro. 


| | 3 
So much I love thee, O my treaſure! 
That my flame no bound does know: 
O! look upon your ſwain with pleaſure, 
For his pain ſome pity ſhow. 
| IL 


Oh my charmer tho? I leave you, 
Yet my heart with you remains ; 
Let not then my abſence grieve you, 
Since with pride I wear your chains. 


The beantiful Singer. 


S1nGING charms the bleſs'd above, 
Angels ſing, and ſaints approve; 
All we below $1.55) 
| Of Heaven can ſhow 75 
Is that they both ſing 2 love. 

ä . 1 p 
Anna, with an angels air, 
Sweet her notes, her face as fair; 
Vaſſals and kings 
Feel when ſhe ſings, 
Charms of warbling beauty near. 
HE. 
Savage nature conquer'd lies, 
All is wonder and ſurprife ; 
Souls expiring, > 
Hearts a- firing, 
Zy her charming notes and eyes. 
Let the violin and harp _ 
Hang and moulder till they warp; 
Let the flute and lyre 
In duſt expire, 
Shatter' d by a vocal ſharp. 


T] 
T. 
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Sweet William's Ghoſt. 
oy 


THuERE came a ghoſt to Marg'ret's door, 


With many a grievous grean, 
And ay he tirled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 
TE 
Is that my father Philip, 
Or is'r my brother John? 
Or is't my true love Willy | 
From Scotland new come home. 
III. 
Tis not thy father Philip, 
Nor yet thy brother John; 
But *tis thy true love Willy 
From Seotland new come home. 
IV. 
O ſweet Marg'ret ! © dear Marg*ret ! 
I pray thce ſpeak to me ? 
Give me my faith and troth, Marg'ret, 
As I gave it to thee. | 
V. | 
Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
Till that thou come within my bower, 
And kiſs my cheek _ chin. 
J. 
If I ſhou'd come within thy Don 
I am no earthly man; 
And ſhould I kiſs thy roſy lips, 
Thy days will not be lang. 
VII. | 
O ſweet Marg'ret ; Cc. —_ ance, 
VII 
Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 
Till you take me to yon kirk-yard, 
And wed me with a ring. 
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IX. 

| My bones are buried in yon kirk. yard, 
Aſar beyond tne ſca; 

Ana it is but my ſpirit Marg'ret, 
That's now ſpeaking - thee, 


She ftretched out her lily-white hand, 
And for to do her beſt, 


Hae there's your faith and troth, Willy, 


God ſend your ſoul good reſt, 
XI. 


Now ſhe has kilted her robes of green 
A piece below her knee, | 
And a' the live lang winter night 
The dead corpſe follow'd the. 
XII. 


Is there any room at your head, Will : 3 


Or any room at your feet ? 
Or any room at your fide, Willy, 
Wherein that I may creep ? 
XIII. 5 
There's no room at my head, Marg'ret ; 
There's no room at my feet; 
There's no room at my Has, Marg” ret, 
My coffin*'s made ſo meet. 
. 
Then up and erew the red red cock, 
And up then crew the grey, 


Tis time, tis time, my dear Marg' ret, 
That you were going away. 


No more the ghoſt to Marg'ret ſaid, 
But with a grievous groan | 
Evaniſh'd in a cloud of miſt, 
And left hoy all alone. 
XVL - 
O ſtay, my ly true love, ſtay, 
Te conſlant Marg'ret cry'd ; 
Wan grew her cheeks, ſhe elos'd her een, 
Streten'd her ſoft limbs, and dy'd. 
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Great Lamentation for the Loſs of ſweet 3 


8 „ 
As muſing I rang'd in the meads all alone, 
A beautiful ereature was making her moan; 
Oh the tears they did triekle full faſt from her eyes; 
She piere'd both the air and my heart with her eries. 


Ob ! the tears, &c. | 
H. 


I gently requeſted the cauſe of her moan, 
She told me her {weer Senifino was flown ; 
And in that fad poſture ire*d ever remain, 
Unleſs the dear charmer wou'd come back agam. 


Aud in, Kc 
III. 


Why, who is the mortal ſo cruel, faid I, 

That draws fuch a ſtream from ſo lovely an eye; 
To beauty fo blooming what man can be blind, 
To paſſion ſo tender what monſter unkind ! 


To beauty, Ke. 
IV. 


*Tis neither for man, nor for woman, ſaid ſhe, 
That thus in lamenting, I water the lee, 10 
My warbler celeſtial, ſweet darling of ſame, 

Is a ſhadow of ſomething, a ſex without name. 


Mp warkver cele efttas, gan 


888 tis ſome linnet, ſome blackbird, ſaid I, 
Perhaps tis your lark that has ſoar'd to the ſky; 


Come, dry up your tears and abandon your grief, 
Pl bring you another to give you relief. 


Come dry, &c. 
4 cM 
No linnet, no blackbird, no ſky lark. faid ſhe, 


But one much more tuneful by far than all three; 
My ſweet Seniſino, for whom I now cry, 


Is ſweeter than all the wing'd fongfters that fly, | 


My ſweet, YC 
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VII. 
Adieu, Farinelli, Cuzzoni likewiſe, 


| Whom ſtars and whom garters extol to the ies; 


Adieu to the opera, aditu to the ball, 


My darling is gone, and a fig for them all. 
Adieu, Rec. | 


The Virgin's Prayer. 


I. 
Cui, caſe a love-fick maid, 
Bring thy quiver to her aid; 
With equal ardour wound the ſwain; 
Beauty thould ne'er den in vain. 
Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, 
Drive thy arrows thro” his heart; 
When one you wound you then deſtroy 
When both you kill you kill with joy. 


Ungrateſul Narr. 
Dip ever ſwain a nymph adore, 
As I ungrateſul Nanny do? 

Was ever ſhephere's heart ſo ſore, . 

Or ever broken heart ſo true? 
| My checks are ſwell'd with tears, but ue 
Has never wet a cheek ſor me. 

II. | 
If Nanny calbd, did ere I ſtay, 

Or linger when ſhe bid me run ? 
She only had the word to ſay, 
And all ſhe wiſh'd was quiekly done. 
1 always think of her, but ſhe. 

Does ne er beſtow a thought on mes 
1. ML: 

Io let __ cows my claver taſte, 

Have J not roſe by break of day? 
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Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt 

If Robin in his barn had hay ? 
Tho? to my fields they welcome were, 
I nc'cr was welcome yet to her. 

V 

If ever Nanny loſt a theep. 

I cheartully did give her two; 
And I her lambs did ſafel keep 

Within my folds in froſt and ſnow; 
Have they not there from cold been free? 
But Napny ſtill is cold to me. | 
j V. 
When Nanny to the well did come, 

'T was U that did her pitchers fill; 
Full as they were [ brought them home ; 
Her corn I carried to the mill; | 
My back did bear the ſack, but ſhe 

Will never bear a fight of me. 
+2 Fs 
To Nanny's poultry oats | gave, 
I'm ſure they always had the beſt ; 
Within this week her pigeons have 
Eat up a peck of peaſe a leaſt. 
Her little pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 
Will never take a kiſs from me. 
VII. 
Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, 
And Nanny ill on Robin frown ? 
Alas! poor wretch what ſhall ] do, 
If Nanny does not love me ſoon : 
If no relief to me ſhe'll bring, 
I'll hang me in her apron ſtring. 


The Scullion's complaint, 


By the fide. of a great kitchen fire, 


A ſcullion ſo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his defire; + 
A kettle ſupported his head. 
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The hogs that were fed by the houſe, 
To his ſighs with a grunt did reply; 
And the gutter that car'd not a louſe, 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 
But when it was ſet in a diſh, 
Thus ſadly complaining he ery'd, 
My mouth it does water, and with, 
I think it had better been try'd. 
The butter around it was ſpread, 
Tas as great as a prin-e in his chair: 
Oh! might I but eat it, he ſaid, | 
The proof of the pudding hes there, 
| III. 
How fooliſh was I to believe 
It was made ior ſv homely a clown ; 
Or that it would have a reprieve 
From the dainty fine folks of the town? 
Could | think that a pudding ſo fine 
Would ever uneaten remove ? | 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a kitchen on love. 
SET IV. | 
What tho? at the fire I have wrought 
Where puddings we boil and we fry, 
- Tho? part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by ? 
Ah Colin! thou muſt not be firſt, . 
Thy knife and thy trencher reſign ; 
There's Marg'ret will cat till ſhe burſt, 
And her turn comes ſooner than mine. 
ps 127 15: Va 
And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I tuffer forbear, 
Forbear at a pudding to rail 
Tho? I ſhou'd thro? all the rooms rove, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to go; 
Tis its fate to be often above, N 


*Tis mine ſtill to want it n 
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| VI. 
If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In your breaſts any pity be found, 
Ye ſervants that carlieſt dine, 
Come ſee how I lie on the ground; 
Then hang up a pan and a pot, 
And ſorrow to ſce how I dwell ; 
And ſay, when you grieve at my lot, 
Poor Colin lov'd pudding too well. 
VII. 
Then back to your meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your diſhes ſo prim, 
Where ſauce in the middle does flow, 


And flowers are ſtrew'd round the brim : 


Whilſt Colin, forgotten and gone, 
By the hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he ſces the round moon, 
He thinks on a pudding above, 


The HuxTER's Song. 
I. 


Wurx betimes on the morn to fields we repair, 
We range where the chace may be ſeated ; 
At the ſound of the horn all diſturbance and care 


F lies away ſrom the din as deſeated. 
II. 


Then Jouler did roar, hearing Tolier before, 
Brave muſic makes Sweet lips and Mally, 
At the ſound of the noiſe the hunter's rejoice, 
And the ſquat makes the ratches to rally. 


III. 
Then caſting about, we find her anew, 


And we raiſe them a haloo to chear them; 
The echoes around from the mountains reſound, 


Rejoicing all hearts & do hear them, 
IV. 


And when ſhe turns weak, and her life's at the ſake, 


We take care to make her a ſcizure ; 
Vol. IV, : + 4h 
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And ſoon as we kill, we recover at will, 


And home we return at our leiſure. 
2 


And when we come home, our kind loving dames 
With the beſt of good chear can provide us, 


Good liquors abound, and healths go round, 
Till nothing that's bad can betide us. 


Then we riſe in a ring, we dance and we ſing, 
Having enough of our own, none to borrow : 
Can the court of a king yield a pleaſanter thing: 
We're the ſame juſt to-day as to-morrow. 


The JoLLY BExDER. 


3 
Baccnus muſt now his power reſign, 
I am the only god of wine; 
It is not fit that wretch ſhould be 
In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than hc. 
* 
Make a few world ye powers divine, 
Stock it w th nothing elſe but wine; 
Let wine the only product be, 
Let wine be earth, be air, and ſea, 
And let that wine be all for me. 
III. 
Let wretched mortals yainly wear 
A tedious life in anxious care, 
Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let ſtates and empires ſwim or ſink, 
My ſoul's ambition is to drink. 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 


The Havy-Maxtr's Song. 


N 


I. 


?OME, nei hbours, now we've made our ha 
z BDeig Ys 


The ſun in haſte 
Drives to the weſt, 
With ſports, with ſports conclude the day ; 
Let every man chuſe out his laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the eraſs ; * 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that moment paſs; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, 
| And the lord of the manor, 
II. 
At night avhen round the hall we fit, 
With good brown bowls 
To chear our fouls, 
And raiſe, and raiſe a merry chat; 


When blood grows warm and love runs high, 


And jokes around the table fly, 
Then we retreat, and that repeat 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try ; 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, 
To true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, - 
And the lord of the manor. 
III. 
Let lazy great ones of the town 
Drink night away, 
And ſleep all day, 
Till gouty, gouty they are grown; 
Our daily works ſuch vigour give 
'That nightly TOP we oft revive, 
Ff 2; 
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And kiſs our dames, 
With ſtronger flames, 
Than any prince alive : 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls; 
To true love and honour, 
To alt kind loving girls, 
And the lord of the manor. 


WartTtyY and Mapex. 
In imitation of WIIIIAM and MaRACANnET. 


*Twas at the ſhining mid-day hour, 
When all began to gaunt, 
That hunger rugg'd at Watty's breaſt, 
And the poor lad grew faint, 
II. 
His face was like a bacon ham 
That lang in reek had hung, 
And horn-hard was his tawny hand 
That held his hazel rung. 
III. 
So wad the ſoſteſt face appear 
Of the maiſt dreſſy ſpark, 
And ſuch the hands that lords wad hee: 
Were they kept cloſe at wark. | 
IV. | 
His head was like a heath'ry buſh 
Beneath his bonnet blew, | 
On his braid cheeks frac lug to ing. 
His bairdy briſtles grew. Fry 
V. 


But hunger, like a gnawing worm, 
Gade rumbling thro? his kyte, 
And nothing now but ſolid gear 
Could give bis heart delyte. 
VE 
He to the kitchen ran with ſpeed, 
Io his lov'd Madge he ran, 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


Sunk' down into the chimney nook 
With viſage ſour and wan. 
VIL 
Get up, he eries, my.criſhy love, 
Support my linking ſaul 
With ſomething that is fit to chew, 
Be*t either het or caul. 
VIII. 
This is the how and hungry hour, 
When the belt cures for grief 
Are cogue fous of thy We kail, 
And a good junt of bee 
IX. 
Oh Watty, Watty, Madge replies, 
I but o'er juſtly trow'd 
Your love was thowleſs, and that ye 
For cake and pudding woo'd.. 
þ Om 


Bethink thee; Watty on that night, 
When all were faſt alleep, 

How ye kiſs'd me frac check to check 
Now leave theſe cheeks to dreep. 

. 

How cou'd ye cn' my hurdies fat, 
And comfort of your fight? 

How cou'd ye rooſe my dimpled hand, 
Now all my dimples flight ? 

1 

Why did you promiſe me a ſnood, 
To bind my locks ſae brown? 

Why did. you me fine garters height, 4 
Yet let my hoſe fa“ down! 
XIII. 

O faithleſs Warty think how aſt 
I ment your ſarks and hole! 

For you how many bannocks ſtowr!, . 
How 11 N cogues of broſe ! | 

XIV. 

But bark the kail- bell rings, and ** 

Maun Sac link aft the pot ; 
Ff 94 
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Come ſee, ye haſh, how fair I ſweat, 
To ſtegh your guts ye ſot. 
RE XV. 
The grace was ſaid, the Maſter ſerv'd, 
Fat Madze return'd again, 
Blyth Watty raiſe and rax'd Wann, 
And fidg'd he was ſac fain. 
XVI. 
He hy*'d him to the ſavoury bench, 
Where a warm haggies ſtood, 
And gart his gully thro” the bag 
Let out its fat heart's blood. 
| XVII. 
And thrice he ery'd, come cat dear Madge 
Of this delicious fare; 
Syne claw'd it aff moſt cleverly, 
Till he could eat nae mair. 


CEETA in a JESSAMINE bower. 


I. 
Wii the bright God of day 
Drove weſtward his ray, 
And the evening. was charming and clcar, 
The ſwallows amain 
| Nimbly ſkim o'er the plain; 
And our ſhadows like giants appear. 
IL 
In a jeſſamine bower, 
When the bean was in flower, 
And zephyrs breath odours wy 
| Lov'd Celia the fat 
Wich her ſong and ſpinet, 


And ſhe charm'd all the grove with her ſound. 


III. 
| Roſy bowers ſhe ſung, 
Whilſt the harmony rung, | 
And the birds they all flutt ring arrive, 
The induſtrious bees, ; ; 
From the flowers and trees, 
Gently hum with their ſweets to the hive. 
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IV. 
The gay god of love, 
As he flew o' er the grove, 
By zephyrs conducted along; 
As ſhe touch'd on the ſtrings, 
He beat time with his wings, 
And echo repeated the ſong, 
V. 
O ye mortals beware 
How ye venture too near, 
Love doubly.is armed to wound; 
Your fate you can't ſhun, 
For you're ſurely undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the ſound, 


Were not my heart light, I wad die. 


3 | 
THERE was ancs a May, and ſhe loo'd na men, 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen, 
But now ſhe cries dopl! and a well-a-day, 
Come down the; green gate, and come here away. 
But now ſhe cries dool &e. 
| II. 

When bonny young Jonny came o'er the ſea, 
He ſaid he ſaw naething ſac lovely as me; 
He hcigh: me batth rings and mony braw things ; 
And were na my heart light I wad die. 
He height, &c. | 

II. 
He had a wee titty that loo'd na me, 
Becauſe | was twice as bonny as ſhe ; 
She rais'd ſuch a pother *twixt him and his mother, 
That were na my heart light I wad die. 
She raid &c, 

IV. 


The day it was ſet and the bridal to be, ; 
'The wife took a dwarn, and lay down to dic; 


"4 rr be rs” 
» — 0 
+ 

- : 38 4 * 


3 — 2 


* 
- 
Pas ie ERS Ln; | 3 — 
* 1 2 „ * 1 * * Ts = 1 i 
, 2 — | " — 
4 5 "oo n 3 9 PTE — — » - 2 8 
PR I - 3 — * 2 1 — 
* L 4 RY . . \* = * F * + þ — 
” 
- = 7 — — * 4 
— on 8 3 hw 4 — N 
* 
— — — > — - Ss — — 
— a = ö - 4 
3 — — 


e 
"uM _ 


7 =— 
4 7 — 7 
22 


* 7, 
= * ©# 
—— 


. 
7 * 


<2 > 


"s 
18 
” 
= 
if 
1 
. 
ig 
or” 
* 
) 
> 
* 


* « 


© 
WT 
E 
+ i 
70 
3% 
- 
14 
1 
— 4 


116 A COLLECTION 


She main'd and ſhe grain'd out of dolour and Pai 


Till he vow'd he never wad ſce me * 
She main d, &c. 
V. 
His kin was for ane of a higher degrec, 
Said, what had he to do with the like of me? 
Albeit I was bonny, I was va for Jonny; 
And were na 4 heart light, I wad die. 
Albett, &c. | 
. 
They ſaid, I had neither cow nor ca'f, 
Nor dribles of drink rins throw the draft, 
Nor pickles of meal rins throw the mill-ee ;. 
And were na my heart light I wad die. 
Nor pickles of, &c. 
VII. 
His titty ſhe was baith wylie and ſlee, 
She ſpy'd me as I came o' er the lee; 
And then ſhe ran in and made a loud din; 
Believe your ain cen, an ye trow na me. 
And then ſbe, &c. 
b VIII. 
His bonnet ſtood ay ſou round on his- brow, 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new; 
But now he lets't wear ony gate it will hing, 


And caſts himſell dowie upon the corn bing. 


But now, &c. 
© Side 5 1 

And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 

And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes: 

The live lang night he ne'er tiecks his ce, 

And were na my heart light 1 wad die. 

9 he liue lang, Kc. wa: 


Were I young for-thee as I hae been; 


We ſhould hae been gallopping down on yon green, 


And lioking it on the lily white lee; 
And wow gin I were but young, for thee... 
And lake, Ne. 
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Kind Ronin lo'es me. 


Ronix. 
WH1rsT I alone your ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
And none more lov'd your boſom preſs'd, _ 
Ye gods, what king like me was bleſs'd, © 
When kind Jeany lo'ed me 
Hey ho Jeany, qouth he, 
Kind Robin lo'es thee. 
| JEAxx. 
Whilſt you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ſhare; 
What queen with Jeany cou'd compare, 
When kind Robin lo'ed me! 
Hey ho Robin, &c. 
RoBIN. 
Katy now commands my heart 
Kate who fings with ſo much art, 
Whoſe life to ſave with mine I'd part; 
For kind Katy loes me. 
He ho, Jeany, &c. 
EAN. 
Paty now delights my eyes: 
He with equal ardour dies, 
Whoſe life to ſave I'd periſh twice ; 
For kind Paty lo'es me. 
Hey ho Rodin, YC, 
Ro Ix. 
What if I Kate for thee diſdain, 
And former love return again, 
To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain ? 
| For kind Robin lo'es thee. 
Hey ho Jeany, &c. | 
| Iz Axv. 
Tho' Paty's kind as kind can be, 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea 
I'd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind Robin lo'es me. 
Hey bo, Robin, &e. | 
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O my heavy Heart ! 
Tune, Broom of Cowdenknows, 


O My heart, my "EY ; BW heart, 
Swells as *twould burſt in twain! 

No tongue can e'er deſcribe its ſmart, 
Nor I conceal its pain. 

| II. 

Blow on, ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſooth my tender grief: 
Your ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 
And yields me ſhort relief. 

O my heart, &c. 


III. 
In ſome lone corner would ] fit, 
Retir'd from human kind ; 
Since mirth, nor ſhow, nor ſparkling wit 
Can caſe my anxious mind. 
O my heart, &c. 
IV. 
The ſun which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, | 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where echo ſleeping lies. 
O my heart, &c. 
Nw 
The ſparkling ſtars which gaily ſhine, 
And glitt ring deck the night, 
Are all ſuch cruel ſoes of mine, 
I ficken at their fight, 
O my heart, &c, 


VI. 


The gods themſelves their ereatures love 


Who do their aid implore; 
O learn of them and bliſs the png 


Who only you adore. 
0 my heart, &o. 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 


VII. 

The ſtrongeſt paſſion of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 

| It not the greateſt wo. 

O my heart, &C. 


BELLASPELLING. 


I. 
AlL you that would refine your blood, 
As pure as fam'd Lewelling, 
By water clear come every year, 
e drink at Bellaſpelling. 
Tho? pox or itch your ſkin enrich 
With rubies paſt the telling, | 
Twill clear your ſkin, ere you have been 
A month at Bellaſpeling. 
II. 
Tho? ladies checks be green as lecks, 
When they come from their dwelling, 
The kindling roſe within them blows 
While ſhe's at Bellaſpeling. 
The ſutty brown juſt come from town, 
” Grows here as freſh as Helen; 
Then back ſhe goes to kill the beaux, 
By dint of eee, 
I. 
Our ladies are as freſſi and fair 
As Roſs or bright Dunkelling; 
And Mars might make a, fair miſtake, 
Were he at Bellaſpelling. 
We muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 
And there is no rebelling, 
The reafon's plain, the ladies rei; 
Our queens at EVE: + 
I 


By matchleſs charms and conqu'ring arms, x 


They have they way of quelling 
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Such deſperate ſoes as dare oppoſe 
Their power at Bellaſpelling. 
Cold water turns to fire and burns, 
I know't, becauſe I fell in 
The happy ſtream where a fair dame 
Did bathe at Bellaſpelling. 
Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance, 
And bring. their Anne and Nell in 
With ſo much grace, I'm ſure no place 
Can vie with Bellaſpelling. 
No politics, or ſubtile tricks, 
No man his country ſelling; 
We eat and drink, and never think, 
| Like rogues at Bellaſpelling. 
VI. 
The pain'd in mind, the puff d with wind, 
They all come here pell mell in, 
And they are ſure to find a cure, 
By drinking Bellaſpelling. 
Tho? dropſy fill you to the gill, 
From chin to toe high ſwelling, 
Pour in, pour out,, you need not doubt 
A cure at Bellaſpelling. 
VII. 
Death throws no darts in theſe good parts, 
No ſextons here are kneeling : 
Come judge and try, you'll never die 
While you're at Bellaſpelling ; 
- Except you feel darts tipt with ftecl, 
Which here are very belle 1 in, 
When from their eyes ſweet ruin flies, 
You die at Bellaſpelling. 
VIII. | 
Good cheer good air, much joy, no care, 
Your fight, your taſte, and ſmelling, 
Your ears, yeur touch, tranſported much, 
Each day at Bellaſpelling. 
Within this bound we all ſleep ſound, 
No noiſy dogs are yelling, 


4 
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Except you wake for Celia's ſake 
All night Uh aa Th 
MOLLY 


Here all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No lady keeps her cell in, 

But all partake the mirth we make, 

Who live at Bellaſpelling. 

My rhyme is gone, I think I've done, 
Unleſs I ſhou'd bring hell in; 
But ſince we're here to heav'n ſo near, 

I can't at — 


The wandering Beauty. 


I. 
Tux graces and the wand' ring loves 
Are fled to diſtant plains, 
To chaſe the fawns, or in the groves 
To wound admiring. ſwains : 
With their bright miſtreſs there they ary, 
Who turns their careleſs eyes 
From daily vie ries ; yet each day 
Bchold new triumphs in her way, 
And conquers as ihe flies ; 
And conguers, &c. 


II. Fil 
But ſee ! implor'd by moving prayers kt | 
To change the lover's pain; KY 
Venus her harneſs'd doves prepares, 
And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortals who this maid purſue, 
Think you ſhe'll e'er reſign ; 
Ceaſe, fools,” your wiſhes to renew, 
Till ſhe grows fleſh and blood like you, 
Or you like her divine ; 
Or you, &c. 
Vox. IV. N G 8 
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The Sweet Temptation. 


3 
Saw ye the nymph whom I adore ? 
Saw ye the goddeſs of my heart? 
And can you bid me love no more ? 
And can you think I feel no ſmart? 
1 
80 many charms around her ſhine, 
Who can the ſweet temptation fly ? 
Spite of her ſcorn, ſhe's ſo divine, 


That 1 2 love her, tho” I die. 


Bonny Barbark Allan. 
I, 


IT was in and about the Martinmas time, 
When the green leaves were a- ſalling, 


That Sir John Græme in the weſt country 


Fell in love with Barbara Allan. 
E 
He ſent his man down through the town 
To the place where ſhe was dwelling, 
O haſte, and come to my maſter dear, 
Gin ye be Barbara Allan. 
III. 
O hooly, hooly roſe fhe up, 
To the place whare he was lying, 
And when ſhe drew the curtain by, 
Young man, I think you're dying. 
IV. 


O its I'm fick, and very very ſick, 
And 'tis a' for Barbara Allan, 
O the better for me ye's never be, 
Tho? your heart's blood were a {pilling. 
V. 
O dinna ye mind, young man, ſaid ſhe, 
When ye was in the tavern a- drinking, 


0 
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That ye made the healths go round and round, 


And {lighted Barbara Alon. 
VI. 
He turn'd his face unto the wall, 
And death was with him dealing ; 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all, 
And be kind to Barbara Allan. 
| VII. a 
And ſlowly, {lowly roſe ſhe up, 
And (lowly, ſlowly left him; | 
And ſighing ſaid ſhe could not ftay, 
Since death of life had *reft him. 
| | VIII. 
She had not gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the dead - bell ringing, 
And every jow that the dead-bell gied, 
It ery'd, Wo to Barbara Allan. 
Fin - ». 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 
O make it ſaſt and narrow, 
Since my love dy*d for me to-day, 
Pl die for him to-morrow. 


| The Torzx's Petition. 
dh ITALY | 
O grant me, kind Bacchus, 
IT be god of the vine, 
Not a pipe nor a tun, 
But an occan of wine, 
With a ſhip that's well mann'd 
Wich ſuch rare hearted fellows, 
Who ne'er left the tavern 
For a porterly ale houſe, 
II. 
Let the ſhip ſpring a leak 
To let in the tipple, | 
Without pump or longboat, 
To ſavg ſhip or people; 
| Gg 2 


2 a 


— 


25x 


© + - 2 


N — 8 9 * r 
3 . 2 ah bh . = 4 * 
— * — 


2 


— 


ESR 


* 

—2 OR —— 
— 4 — — 
2 r K. 3 


- 5 
— 


ug — A 
1 2 3 
— 


S 


— — 


— _ Dr 2 —— 2 — — * 
FFF 
. , , S ax * 


— 7 2 * 
ac 1677 


— — - 4 - 


3 — 


” —_— = 


6 — 
— way * S — — 


a — * — 


— 


« 
a * —_— 


* 
4A — 
N * — 


- - <4 +; mY he » p 
— 5 * 3 
, 2 1 — 1 a 


- — 


— A 
=. — 


. >. las — wy" 
r — 


. 
* 
14 
x 
1 
** 
. 


* L. * 
3 — 


* 
"+. 


1 


= 1 
TH — 


. - 
— > a4 — 
3 * 8 


— 
NY —— 
— S a. — — — 


— 
| - 


25a A COLLECTION 


So that each jolly Iad 
May always be bound, 
Or to drink, or to drink, 
Or to drink or be drown'd. 
| III. 
When death does prevail, 
It is my deſign 
To be nobly eutomb'd 
In a wave of good wine : 
So that living or dead, 
Both body and ſpirit, 
May float round the world 
In an ocean of claret. 


The Relief by the Bowl. 


S$1xce drinking has power to bring us relief, 
Come fill up the bowl, and. the pox on all grief : 
If we find that wont do, we'll have ſuch another; 
And ſo we'll proceed from one bowl to another ; 
Till, like ſons of Apollo, we make our wit ſoar, 
Or in homage to Bacchus, fall * on the floor. 


Apollo and Bacehus were both mr ſouls, 

Each of them delighted to toſs off their bowls ; 

Then let us, to ſhew ourſelves mortals of merit, 
He toaſting theſe gods in a bowl of good-claret, 

And then we ſhall each be deſerving of praiſe: 

But the man that drinks moſt ſhall go off with the bays. 


On MasonRY. 


By maſon's art, th' aſpiring dome 
In various columns ſhall ariſe; 
All climates are their native home, 
Their godlike actions reach the ſkies. 
Heroes and kings revere-their name, 


And poets ling their deathleſs fame. .. 
: * 


8! 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 
| | II. | 
Great, gen' rous, noble, wiſe and brave, 


Are titles they moſt juſtly claim : 
Their deeds ſhall live beyond the grave, 


Which babes unborn ſhall loud proclaim: 


Time ſhall their glorious acts inrol, 
Whilſt love and friendſhip charm the ſoul. 


The Coquer. 


| | I. 
From Whyte's and Wills, 
To purling rills, 
The love-lick Strephon flies; 
There full of wo, 
His numbers flow, 
And all in ryhme he dies. 
II. 
The fair coquette, 
Wich ſeign'd regret, 
Invites him back to town; 
But when in tears 
The lad appears, 
She meets him with a frown. 
III. 
Full oft the mad b, 
This prank had play'd, 
Till angry >trephon ſwore 
And what is ſtrange, 
Tho? loath to change, 
Would never ſce her more. 


GzxTLy Toucn, &. 


GENTLY touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt, 

Fill her ſoul with fond defire, 
Soſteſt notes will ſoothe her breaſt; 
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Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love, 
Let them all propitious prove. 


On the moſſy bank ſhe lies, 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed,) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head, 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound. 


IMITATED. 


1 
GENTLY ſtir and blow the fire, 

Lay the mutton down to roaſt, 
Get me, quick, tis my deſire, 

In the dreeping-pan a toaſt ; 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat 1 love. » 

II. 

On the dreſſer ſee it lies; | 

Oh the charming white and red 
Finer meat ne'er met my eyes, 

On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed: 

_ Swiſtly make the jack go round, 
Let me have it niccly brown'd. 
III. 
On the table ſpread the cloth, 
Loet the knives be ſharp and clean; 
Pickles get of every ſort, _ 
And a fallad criſp and green: 


Then with ſmall beer and ſparkling wine, 


© ye gods! how ſhall T dine. 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 


The Happy Brocans. 


Deen of the * 
How bleſs'd are beggar laſſes, 
Who never toll for treaſure, 
Who know no care but how to ſhare 
 _ Each day ſucceſlive pleaſure ! 
Drink away, let's be gay, c 
Beggars ſtill with bliſs abound, 
Mirth and joy ne'cr can cloy, 
Whilſt the ſparkling glaſs goes round, 
Drink away, &c. 
Fir/t Woman. 
A fig for gaudy faſhions, 
No want of cloaths oppreſſes; 
We live at caſe with rags and fleas, 
We value not our dreſſes. Z 
Drink away, &c. 
Second Woman, 
We ſcorn all ladies waſhes, 
With which they ſpoil each feature, 
No patch nor paint our beauties want, 
We live in ſimple nature. 
Drink away, &c, 
Third Womans 
No cholie, ſpleen, or vapours, 
At morn or cvening teaſe us ; 
We drink no tea, or ratafee ; 
When ſick, a dram can caſe us. 
Drink away, &c. | 
| Fourth Woman. 
That ladies act in private, 
By nature's ſoft compliance, 
We think no crime, when in our prime 
To kiſs without a licence. 


Drink * &c. 
ee Fen 


We know no ſhame or ſcandal, 
The beggars law beſriends us; 
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We all agree in liberty, 
And poverty defends us. 
Drink away, &c. 


Stvxth Woman. 


Like jolly beggar wenches, 


Thus, thus we drewn all ſorrow ;. 


We live to-day, and neꝰer delay 
Our pleaſure till to- morrow. 


Drink away, &te 


Or Lei'fter, fam'd-for maidens fair, 


Lucy and CoLtx.: 


I. 


Bright Lucy was the grace ; 


Nor eer did Liffy's limpid ſtream 


Reflect ſo ſweet a face: 


Till luckleſs love and pining — 5 


Impair'd her roſy hue 


Her coral lips and: Soar checks, 


And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


II. 


Oh! have you ſeen a lily pale, 
When beating rains deſcend? 


50 droop'd the {low conſuming maid, 


Her life was near-an end. 


By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 


Take heed, ys caſy fair; 


Of vengeance due to broken vows: 


Ye perjur'd ſwains, beware. 


Three times, all-in the dead of night, 


III. 


A bell was heard to ring; 


And ſhrieking at her window thrice, 


The raven flapp'd his wing: 


Too well the love-lorn maiden knew. 


The ſolemn boding ſound, 


And thus in dy ing words belpoke 


The virgins weeping round: 


12 
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IV. 
« hear a voice you cannot hear, 
« Which ſays I muſt not ſtay ; 
« T ſce a hand you cannot ſee, 
«© Which beckons me away. 
« By a falſe heart and broken vows, 
In carly youth I die; 
« Was I to blame, becauſe: his bride 
« Was thrice as rich as I? 
2 V. 
« Ah Colin! give not her thy vows, 
„Vous due to me alone; | 
« Nor thou, fond maid receive his kiſs, 
„Nor think him all thy own. 
« To morrow in the church to wed, 
« Impatient both prepare; 
« But know, fond maid, and know, falſe man, 
That Lucy will be there. 
| e 
Then bear my corſe, my comrades dear, 
This bridegroom blyth to meet: 
« He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
] in my winding-ſheet.” 
She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd: her corſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blyth to meet ; 
He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
She in her winding ſheet. 
VIL | ; 
Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts! 1 
How were theſe nuptials kept? 
The bride's men flock'd round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. | 
Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 
VIII. 
From the vain bride (a bride no more) 
The varying erimſon fled, 
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Said he, my dear oy, 


If I were ſo mild, 
You are ſo very wild, | 
You would get me a ſhild. 
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When ſtretch'd before her rival's corſc, 


She ſaw her huſband dead, 


Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 


Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 


One mold with her, beneath one ſod, 


For ever now remains. 


IX, 


Oft at his grave, the conſtant hind, 


And plighted maids are ſeen, 


With garlands gay and true love-knots 


They deck the ſacred green. 


But ſwain foreſworn whoe'er thou art, 


This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him here, 


DznmoT's Cronoch, 


I. 
Oxt Sunday after maſs, 


Dermot and his lals 


Io the greenwood did 


All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, 


He aſk'd for a pogue, 

And ſhe call'd him a rogue, 

And ſtruck him with her brogue, 
Ahon, ahon, ahon. 


III. 


Why will you prove coy ? 

Let us play, let us toy, 
All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone. 


EY... 


Ahon, ahon, ahon. 
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V. 
He brib'd her with fruits, 
And he brib'd her with nuts, 
Till a thorn prick'd her foots. 
Haloo, haloo, haloo, haloo ! 
VI. 
Shall I pull it out? 
You will hurt me I doubt, 
And make me to ſhout, 
Haloo, haloo, haloo ! 


A Review of St. Paul's Church, CovexT-Gan- 


DEN. 


ö * 
Hav ſpent all my time 
Upon women and wine, 
I went to the church out of ſpite; 
But what the prieſt ſaid 
Is quite out of my head, 
I reſolv'd not to edify byꝰt. 


5 
All he vomen I view'd, 
Bot, religious and lewd, 
From tt ſable top knot to the ſearlets ; 
An ev wager I'd lay, 
That at a toul play, 
The houſe ne'er frarm'd fo with harlots. 


15 | III. 
Madam lovely I ſaw, 
With her daughters in-law, 
Whom ſhe offers to ſale ev'ry Sunday; 
In the midſt of her pray'rs 
She negociates affairs, 


And ſigus aſſignations for Monday. 
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IV. 
Next a baron knight's daughter, 
Whoſe own mother, taught her 
By precept and practical notion, 
To wear gaudy cloaths, 
And ogle the beaux, 
Was at church, to ſhew ſigns of devotion, 
Next a lady of fame, 
Whom we ſhall not name, 
She'll give you no trouble in teaching; 
She has a very fine book, 
But ne'er on it does look, 
And regards neither praying nor preaching. 
VI. 


Madam Fair, there ſhe ſits 
Almoſt out of her wits, 
Betwixt vice and devotion debating; 
She's as vitious as fair, 
And has no bus'neſs there, 
To hear Maſter Tickle text- 'Pratinge 
VII. 
From the corner of the ſquare 
Comes a hopeful young pair, 
As religious as they ſee occaſion ; 
But if patches or paint 
Be true ſigns of a faint, 
We've no reaſon to fear their damnation. 
VIII. 
When thus he had done, 
He bleſs'd every one 
With his benediction the people: 
So I run to the Crown, | 
Leſt the church ſhou'd fall down, 
And beat out my brains with the ſtceple. 


In 
0 
Þ 
N 
A 

I 
Q 
N 
I; 
F 
F 
/ 
1 
7 
] 
0 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 33 


SusAn's Complaint and Remedy. 


74 L | 
As down in the meadows I chanced to paſs, 
Oh! there I beheld a young beautiful laſs, 
Her age, I am ſure, it was ſcarcely fifteen, 
And ſhe on her head wore a garland of green; 
Her lips were like rubies, and as for her eyes, 
They ſparkled like diamonds, or ſtars in the ſkies ; 
And as "for her voice it was charming and clear, 
And ſhe ſung a ſong for the loſs of her dear. 

|; 

Why does my love Willy prove falſe and unkind? 
Ah! why does he change like the wavering wind, 
From one that is loyal in every degree ? 

Ah! why does he change to another from me ? 
Or does he take pleaſure to torture me ſo ? 
Or does he delight in my ſad overthrow r 
Suſanna will always prove true to her truſt, 
"Tis pity lov'd Willy 8 prove ſo anal. 

| I 
In the meadow as we were a making of hay, 
There did we paſs the ſoſt minutes away; _ 
Then was J kiſs'd and ſet down on his knee, | 
No man in the world was ſo loving as he. 
And as he. went forth to harrow and plow,” 
I milk'd him ſweet ſillabubs under my cow; 
O then I was kiſs'd as I Tat on his knee! 
No man in the world,was ſo loving as he, 
But now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 
Employs all his wiſhes, his thoughts and his cares 
He kiſſes her lip as ſhe ſits on Eis knee, 
And ſays all the ſweet things he once ſaid to me; 
But if ſhe believe him, the falſe hearted-ſwain 
Will leave her, and then ſhe may with me complains 
For nought is more certain, believe ſilly Sue, 
Who once hath becn faithleſs can neyer bs true. 


Vor. IV. GS 8 
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V. 
She finiſh'd her ſong and roſe up to be gone, 
When over the meadow came jolly young John, 
Who told her that the was the joy of his life, 
And if ſhe'd conſent, he wou'd make her his wife: 
She cou'd not refute him, ſo to church they went; 
Young Willy's forgot, and young Suſan's content, 
Moſt men are like Willy, moſt women like Suc; 
If men will be ſalſe, why ſhou'd women be true ? 


The CoBLER.- 


| J. 0 
A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtall, 
Which ſerv*d him for parlour, for kitchen, andhall; 
No coin in his pocket, nor eare in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor no duns at his gate. 
Derry dom, down, down, derry dotun. 
| 11 | | 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf happy 
If at night he cou'd purchale a cup of brown nappy ; 
He'd laugh then and whiftle'and ſing too moſt {weet, 
Saying, Juſt to a hair Pve made both ends to meet. 
. Derry down. * | 
But love, the diſturber of high and of tow, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He {hot the poor cobler quite thro? the heart, 
1 with it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 
_ Derry down. © 
14 IV. | 
It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
| Where a buxom young damſel contmually lay; 
Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe every day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler ſtraight over the way- 
| Derry down. _ © 
| 1 . V. * 
He ſung her love-fongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: 


me” 
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Whenever he ſpoke, ſhe wou'd ounce, and wou'd 
"> Wells 


Which put the poor cobler quite into deſpair, 
Derry down. _ 
DONE 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd, 
He pierc'd thro? his body inſtead of the ſole: 


| So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll. 


Derry down. 


The bonny Eanx of Murrar. 
I 


VE Highlands and ye lawlands, 
O where have you been, 

They have ſlain oy: Earl of Murray 
And they've laid him on the green! 


They have, &c. 
II. 


Now wae be to thee, Huntley, 
And wherefore did you ſac ? 
I bade you bring him wi? you, 
But forbade you him to ſlay. 
2 Bade, &e. 8 | 
III. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he rid at the ring; 
And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Oh! he might have been a 45 
And the, e. 
IV. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he play'd at the ba“: 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 
Was the flower amang them a“. 


He was a braw gallant, 
And he play'd at the glove: 


G g. 2 


And the, &c.. 
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And the bonny Earl of Murray, 


Oh! he was the queen's love. 
And the, e. 
VI. 


Oh, lang will his lady 


Lek Ger the caſtle Down, or 
Ere the ſee the Earl of Murray 
Come ſounding thro? the town. 


Ere ſbe, ; Re, 
If cha I flo well tis a Wonder. 


' 
Wuren I was a young lad, 
My ſortune was bad ; 
If c*er I do well *tis a wonder : 
I ſpent all my means 
On whores, bawds, and queans ; 1 
Then I got a commillion to plunder ?- 
Fal al de ral, : ae. 
II. 


The hat that I have on, 

90 grealy is grown, _ 
Remarkable *tis for its ſhining ; ; 

*Tis ſütch'd all about, 

Without button or loop, . 
And never a bit of a lining. 

Fal al de ral. 2 


The coat I have on, 
So thread-bare is grown, 
So out at the armpits and elbows, 
That J look as abſurd: - 
As a ſailor on board. 
That has ly'n fifteen months in the bilboes. 
Fal al de rat. 
IV. 


My ſhirt it is tore 
Both behind and before, - T 
The colour is much like a cinder; 


C 
I 
/ 
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Tis ſo thin and ſo hoe; 
That it is my deſign 

To preſent it to the. Saks for tinder, - 
Fal. al de rad. THz. 


My blue fuſtian breeches 
Is wore to the ſtitches, 


— 


My legs you may ſee what's between them ;- 


kets all ſour, 
I'm the ſon of a whore, 


If there's ever one farthing within them. 
Fal al de ral. TY 


I have ſtockings, tis true, 
But the devil a ſhoe, . 
Pm oblig'd. to wear boots, in all 0 
Be damn'd the boot - ſoal, 
Curſe on the ſpur- roll, 
Confounded be the upper- leather. 
Ful al de ral. 
VII. 


Had ye then but ſcen 
The ſad plight 1 was in, 
Ve'd not ſeen ſuch a poet mongſt twenty 3 
I have nothing that's full, 
But my ſhirt and my ſkull, 
For my pockets and belly are ens. 
Fal al de ral, &c. 


"The  FoxeLzR's Rant. 


L. 
Come: carts a- of fambler*s ha, 
And I will tell you of your fate, 
Sinee we have married wives that's braw, 
And canna pleaſe them when 'tis late; 
A pint we'll take our hearts to cheer; 
What fauts we have our · wives can tell: 
Gar dring us in baith ale and beer, 
The. auldeſt bairn we hae's ourſell. 
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e 
Chriſt'ning of weans we are rid of, 
Ihe pariſh prieſt tis he can tell, 
We aw him nought but a grey groat, 

The offering ſor the houſe we dwell. 
Our bairns tocher is a' paid, 

We're maſters of the gear ourſell; 
Let either well or wae betide, 

Here's health to a' the wives that's yell. 

III. 

Our nibour's auld ſon and the laſs, 

Into the barn amang the ſtrac, 
He grips. her in the dark begueſs, 
And after that comes meikle wae. 
Repentance ay comes aſterhin', 

It eoſt the carl baiĩth corn and hay ;; 
We're quat of that with little din, 

Sie croſſes bannt, ne*er you nor I. | 
% IV. 
Now, merry, merry may we be, 

When we think on our nibour Robie, 
The way the carl does we ſce, 


WY his auld ſon and his daughter Maggy: 


Boots he maun hae, piſtols, why not? 
The huſſy maun hae corkit ſhoon :- 
We are-not ſac ; gar fill the pot, | 
We'll drink to a' the hours at een. 

V. 


Here's a health to John Mackay we'll drink, 


To Hughie, Andrew, Rob, and Fam ;. 
We'll ſit and drink, we'll nod and wink, 
It is o'er ſoon ſor us to gang. 
Foul fa* the cock he's ſpilt-the play, 
And I do trow he's but a fool, 
Well ſit a while, tis lang to days. 
For @ the cocks, mn rave at, Vool. 


VI. 5 3 43 n 


Since we have met weill merry ar 


The ſoremoſt Heme Mallet the; ell; pines 4 
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n ſet me down, leſt I be ſee, 
For fear that I ſhou'd bear't myſell. 
And I quoth Rgb, and down ſat he, 
The gear ſhall never me outride, 
But we'll tak a ſoup of the bee 
And drink to our yell fire · ſide. 


The Markox's Wich. 


3 
Wart my locks are grown hoary, 
And my viſage looks pale; 
When my ſorchead has wrinkles,. 
And my eye-ſight does fail; 
Let my words and my actions 
Be ſree ſrom all harm, 
And may I have my old hufband, 
To keep my back warm. 


De pleaſures of youth 
Are flowers but of May; 
Our life's but a vapour, 
Our body's but clay; 
O let me ve well, 
25% 1 live but a day. 


ih IL. 
With a ſermon on Sunday, 
And a bible of good print; 
With a pot on the fire,, 
And good viands in't ; 
With ale, beer, and brandy, 
Both winter and ſummer, 
To drink to my goſſip : 
And be pledg'd by my cummer. 
The pleaſures of, &c. 


+ 
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ul, 
With pigs and with poultry, 
And ſome money in ſtore, + 
Jo purchalc the ncedful, 
And to give to the poor: 
With a bottle of Canary 
Io ſip without fin, 
And to comſort my daughter 
Whene' er the lies in. 


The pleaſures 771 


With a ded ſoſt aud Pg 
To reſt on at night, 
With a maid in the morning; 
To riſe with the light; 
To do ner work. neatly, 
And obey my deſire, 
To make the houſe clean, 
And. blow up the fire. 


De pleaſures fo &c. 


Wich health and 3 
And a good caſy chair; 
With a thick hood and mantle;. 
When I ride on my mare, 


Let me dwell near my. cupboard, . 


And far. trom my ſoes, 
With a pair of glaſs cycs- 
To clap on my noſes. 


We pleaſure. % = 


And ike; I am "Th: 
With a ſigh let them ſay, 
Our honeſt old cummer's. 
Now laid in the clay; 
When young ſhe was chearful,. 
No ſcold nor no whore; 
ohe aſſiſted her. neighbours, .- | 
And one to the youre 


# 
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7 bo" the flower of her youth 
In her age did decay, 

2 her life hike a vapour 
Evantſh'd away, © 

She liv'd well and haphy » 
Unto Ber laſt day. 


The Far Magson's Song. 


Conxx let us prepare, 
We brothers that are 
Aiſembled oa merry occaſion : 
Let's drink, laugh, and ſing, 
Our wine has a ſpring ; | | 
Here's a health to an accepted maſon, 
ca 1 N.. 5 
The world is in pain, 
Our ſecrct to gain, | 
And till let them wonder and gare on: 
They ne'er can divine 
The word or the ſign, | 
Of a ſree and an accepted maſon. - . Ts 
III. 1 
*Tis this and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 
Why ſo many great men of the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one ; 
With a free. and an accepted maſon. 
IV. 
Great kings, dukes, and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, | 
Our myſt ry to put a good grace on, 
And ne' er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam'd 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 
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V. 
Still firm to our truſt, 
In friendſhip we're juſt, 
Our actions we guide by Our reaſon: 7 
By obſerving this rule, | 
The pathons move cool 
Of a free and an — maſon, 
VI. | 
All idle debate 
About church or ſtate, 
The ſprings of impiety and treaſon: 
Theſe raiſers of ſtrife 
Ne'er ruffle the life - 
Of a free and an accepted maſon, 
VIL 
Atiquity's pride 
| We have on our ſide, 
Which adds high renown'to our Artic f ; 
There's nought but what's good.” 
To be underſtood 
By a free and an accepted maſon. 
B 
The elergy embrace, 
And all Aaron's race, 
Our ſquare actions their Wunde to place on; 
And in each degree 
They'll honoured be 1 
With a free and an 2 mafon. 
We're true and ſincere 
In our lave to the fair, | 
Who will truſt us on every occaſion z 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted maſon? ? 
X. 
Then join hand 3 in hand, 
T' each other firm ſtand, 2 
Let's be merry and 8 


* 
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What mortal can boaſt ö 
So noble a toaſt. 
As a free and an accepted man? 


The Sailonk's Rant. 


= 
How pleaſant a Sailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main ! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his gain. 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true; 
And would not eommit a bad action 
For power or proſit in view. 


CHORUS 


Ben why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 1 


Or any ſuch glittering toys? | 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches 

Goes through the world brave boys. . 

| . 
The world is a beautiſul garden, 
Exrich'd with the bleſſings of liſe, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 

Which plenty too often breeds ſtriſe. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 

And mountanous billows affright ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 

Then why ſhould, &c. | 
III. n 
The courtier's more ſubje& to dangers, 

Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, that to politics are ſtrangers 

Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings. of nature, 

In various nations we try; 


143 


144 | A COLLECTION 
No mortals than us can be greater, 


Who merrily live till we dic. 
Den why ſhould, &c. 


A love YouG, 1 in the modern Tae. 


{IE Dr. Ser, 


| . 
FrvuTT'RING ſpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart; | 
I'm a flave in thy dominions, 
Nature mult give way to art. 
II. 
' Mild Arcadians ever blooming, | 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
Sce my weary days conſuming 
All beneath yon flowery rocks. 
III. 
Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth, 
Him the boar, in Glence creeping, 
| Gor'd wich unrelenting tooth. 
| N. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers; 
Fair diſcretion, ſtring the lyre, 
Sooth my ever waking numbers 


Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 
V. 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in Adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the eryſtal mirrors 
Wat'ring ſoſt Elyſian plains. 
Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 
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VII. 
Melancholy, ſmooth Meander 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 


— 


With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 


Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent mate; 

See the birds of Juno ſtooping: 
Melody reſigns to fate. 


SYLVIA and the FLASx. 


; Wi 
I Thank thee, my friend, 
That at length you declare, 
Why Sylvia's ſo coy, 
As to ſhun me with care. 
I mus'd every night, 
And rack'd my poor ſoul, 
To find out the cauſe 
Of a falſehood ſo foul. 
IL 
But ſhe tells me ſhe cannot 
With claret agree, 
That ſhe thinks of a hogſhead 
Whene'er ſhe ſees me: 
That I ſmell like a beaſt, 
And therefore that I 
Muſt reſolve to forſake her, 
Or elaret, good elaret deny. 
| III. 
Ye gods ! was e'er it known 
That beaſts ſmell'd of wine? 
They brutiſbly abhor 
A liquor ſo divine: 
*Tis when we are moſt beaſts, 
When like them in common, 
Vor. IV, H h 
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We eagerly go a hudting, 
For the next, lewd woman. 


5 IV. | 

Muſt I leave my dear bottle, 
That has been ever my fricad, 8 
Which prolongs all my joys, 4 p 
To my grief puts an end? 1 Tn 
Which inſpires me with wit, ] 
And makes me ſo ſublime, Fo: 
That there's none are like us, 5 | 
That drink the beſt wine. he 
V. | 10 


But Sylvia, whom nature 
So perfect has made, 
| Has no room left for wiſhes, 
Y Ne beauties to add. | .Þ 
| Muſt I leave her, I'm ſorry, N 
I It is too hard a taſk ; | 
Yet ſhe may go to the devil, ( 
Bring me the other flaſk. 


; 28 Ju 
I Have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
Theſe many and many a year ; 
And theſe are plagues enough I ſhou'd think 
| For any poor mortal to hear. 
Twas love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me fall into debt ; ; 
And tho' I have ſtruggled and · ſlrove, 
I cannot get out of them yet. 
II. 
There 8 nothing but money can cure me, 
Aud rid me of all my pain: 
ill pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets; | 
Tn And my miſtreſs, that cannot endure me 
Will love me, and love me again: (gain. 
ans then T ſhall fall to my loving and drinking a+. 


| 
E | Love, Dzixx, and DBT. - 
| 
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The FARMER's SON. - 


Swrzr Nelly, my heart's delight, 
Be loving and do not ſlight 

The proffer I make; for modeſty's ſake, 
J honour your beauty bright; 

For love I profeſs, I can do no leſs, 
Thou haſt my favour won ; 


And ſince I ſee'your modeſty, 


I pray agree and fancy me, 
Tho? Pm but a farmer's ſon. 
II. 
No: I am a lady gay, 
»Tis very well known I may 
Have men of renown in country and*town, 
Sir Roger without delay, | 
Court Bridget, or Sue, Kate, Nanny, or Prue, 
Their loves will foon be won ; 
But don't ye dare to ſpeak me fair, 
As tho? I were at my laſt pray'r, 
Io marry a farmer's ſon. 
HE 
My father has riches in ſtore, - 
Two hundred a year and more, 
Beſides ſheep, and cows, .carts, harrows, and plows, 
His age is above threeſcore ; 
And when he gives way, then merrily I 
Shall have what he has won; : 
Both land and kine, and all ſhall be thine, 
IE thow'lt incline, and wilt be mine, 
And marry à farmer's ſon. 8 
| TV. 
A fig for your cattle and corn, 
Your proffer'd. love I ſcorn ; 
*Tis very well known my name is Nell, 
And you're but a bumpkin born. 
Hh 2 
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Well, ſince it is ſo, away I will go, 
And I hope no harm is done : 
Farewell, adicu, I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 
Tho' Pm but a farmer's ſon, 
' | 8. 
Be not in ſuch haſte, quoth ſhe, 
Perhaps we may ſtill agree: 


For man II proteſt, I was but in jeſt, 


Come prithee fit down by me; 
For thou art the man that verily can 
Perform what muſt be done, 
Both ſtraight and tall, genteel withal ; 
T herefore I ſhall be at your call 
To marry a farmer's ſon. 
VL 
Dear Nelly, believe me now, 
I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No lords in their lives take pleaſure i in their wives 
Like fellows that drive the plow. 
For whatever they gain with labour and pain, 
They don't to harlots run, 


As courtiers do; I never knew 


A London beau that cou'd outdo 
A country-farmer”s ſon. 


The Axcx1, Woman. 


7 oh 


 WnHtx thy beauty appears 


With its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel 
New dropt from the ſky ; 


* 


At a diſtance I gaze, 


And am aw'd by my fears 1 
So ſtrangely you dazzle mine eye! 
II. 


But when without art 


Your thoughts you impart, 


a .4 «a 
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When your love runs ir bluſhes 
Through every Vein, . 

When it darts from your eyes, 
When it pants from your heart, 
Then I know you are-a woman again, 

III. 


There's a paſſion and pride 


In our ſex, fhe reply'd, 
And thus: (might I gratify wy 
I would do, 
Still an angel appear 
To each lover beſide, . 
But ſtill be a woman to you. 


RoGER's Copridiine 


NN Roger came tapping 
At Dolly's window, 
umpaty, Tumpaty tump. 
He begg'd for admittance; 
She anſwer'd him, No; 
Glumpaty, Glumpaty, Glump. 
My Dolly, my dear, 
Your true love is here, 
Dumpaty, Dumpaty, Dump. 
No, no, Roger no, 
As you came you may go, 


Slumpaty, &. 
II. 


Oh what is the reaſon, 
Dear Dolly? he cry'd: 
Humpaty, &c. 

That thus I am caſt off, 
And unkindly deny'd ? 
Zrumpaty, &c. 
Some rival more dear 
1 gueſs has been here: 


Crumpaty Vc. 6 
nb 3 
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Suppoſe there's been two, Sir, © Ye 
Pray what's that to you, Sir ? " A 
Numpaty, &c. | 
— III. 


Oh! then with a ſad look 
His farewell he took: 
Humpaty, &c. | It 
And all in deſpair | 
He leap'd into the brook : 
Plumpaty, &c. 
His courage he cool'd, 7 
He found himſelf fool'd ; 


Mumpaty, &c. 


He ſwam to the ſhore, - 
And ſaw Dolly no more; 


Rumpat y, &c. ES 


Oh! then ſhe recall'd, 
And recall'd him again: 
Humpaty, &c. 
Whilit he like a madman 
Ran over the plain: 
Slumpaty, &c. 5 
Determin'd to find 
| A damſel more kind: 
Plumpaty, Kc. 
| | While Dolly's afraid 
She muſt die an old maid ; 


Mumpaty, Kc. 


June at a Cnusr. 


I. . 


| | As T am a friend, 
| Be willing to lend 
| | An ear to theſe lines, 
Which in pity I penn'd. 
*Tis a cordial advice, 
Girls be not too nice, 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 15 
Young lovers are now 
At another gate price 
Than they have been. 
II. 
I pray you refrain 
Your ſcorn and diſdain, 
If young men you (light, 
They'll {light you again; 
They'll make you run mad, 
Sigh heavy and ſad, . 
There are not ſo many 
Young men to be had 
As there have been. 
85 III. 
Perhaps you ſuppoſe 
Fine furbelow'd cloaths 
Will ſerve for a portion ; 
But under the roſe, _ 
If truth may be ſpoke, 
* ?Tis but a mere joke, 
For love without money 
Will vaniſh like ſmoke, 
Let me tell ye. 
IV. 
The country clown, | 
When he comes to town, 
He values not miſs 
With her butterfly-gown ; 
I tell you it wont do, 
There muſt be a few 
Bright glittering guineas, 
A thouſand or two, 
Or he'll leave ye. 
Young men are grown wiſe, 
A portion they prize, 
They're done with the charms 
Of your conquering eyes. 
A portion ! they cry, 
If loye you would buy ; nc] 


132 A COLLECTION 


In order to purchaſe, 
You then mult bid high, 
N Or live ſingle. 
VI. 
Once bachelors they 
Did ſigb, whine, and pray; 
But ſtill were put off 
With a ſcorntul delay. 
Down with your duſt, 
A. portion there muſt ; 


| Pdor girls wou'd be glad 


To jump at a cruſt, 
Cou'd ye get it. 


Merry BEGGARS: 


Firft Beggar. 
I once was a poet at London, 
I kept my heart ſtill full of glee ;_ 


There's no man can ſay that Pm undone, 


For begging's no new trade to me. 
20 derol, &c. 
Second Sen. 
I once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt; 
Give me a briſk wenel;.and clean ſtraw; 
And I value not who rules the roaſt, 
Nol derol, &c. 
Third Beggar. 
Make room for ſoldier in buff, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about, 
Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely fold out. 


Fol derol, &c. 


Fourth Beggar. 
Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flatter'd my Lord to his face ; 


Now railing is all his delight, Sir ; 


Becauſe he miſs'd getting a placc. 
ol derol, &c. 
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F 215 Beggar n 
I fill am a merry gut ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm ; 
Tho? poor I can frolie and vapour, 
And ſing any tune but a pſalm. 
Tol derol, Kc, 
Sixth Beggar. 
I was a fanatical preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray'd : 
But my hearers half ſtarv'd their teacher, 
For they believ'd not one word that I ſaid, 
Tol derol, &c. 
ä ö Firſt Beggar. 
Whoe'er wou'd be merry and free 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn 
In palaces who ſhall you ſec 
Half ſo happy as we in a barn ? 


20 derol, &c. | 
Cnonus of all. 
Mboe er would be merry, &e. 


To S16x0RA CVzzo nr. 


I. 
LITTLE Syren of the ſtage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
Wanton gale of fond deſire, 

I. 
Bane of every, manly art, 
Sweet enſeebler of the heart: 
Oh too pleaſing is thy ſtrain? 
Hence to ſouthern climes again. 

| III. 

Tuneſul miſchief, vocal ſpell, 
To this iſland bid farewell: 
Leave us as we ought to be, 
Leave the Britons rough and ſree. 
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HAPPINESS. 
Tune, 70 all you ladies now at hand. 


I. 
My deareſt maid, ſince you deſire 
To know what I would wiſh, 
What ſtore of health I would require; 
- To gain true happineſs ; 
This faithful inventory take 
Of all that life can eaſy make. 
II. 
Here happy only are the few 
Who wiſh to live at home; 
Who never do extend their view 
Beyond their ſmall income; 
An income which ſhould ever be 
The fruit of honeſt induſtry. 
: III. 
A ſoul ſerene and free ſrom fears, 
With no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet with vain or anxious cares 
To be at all perplex'd. 
A body that's with health endow'd, 
An open temper, yet not_rude. 
A heart that's always cireumſpect, 
Unknowing to deceive, 
Let ever wiſely can reflect, 
Nor eaſy to believe. | 
As to my dreſs, let it be plain, 
Yet always neat without a ſtain- 
V. 
A cleanly hearth and chearful fire 
To drive away the cold, 
A moderate glaſs one would require 
When merry tales are told : 
"The company of an eaſy friend, 
My like in fortune and in mind. 
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VI. 
Some ſhelfs of books of the right kind, 
For knowledge and delight, 
Nor intricate, nor interlin'd 
With narrow party ſpite : 
A garden fair, to paint me clear 
Nature's gradations through the year, 
VII. 
To give true reliſh to delight, 
A chaſte and chearſul wife, 
With ſweeteſt humour to unite 
Our hearts as long as life: 
Sound ſleep, whole kind deluſive turn 
Shall join the evening to the morn. 
VIII. 
So would we live agrecably; | 
And ever be content, 
To Providence ay thankful be 
For all theſe bleffing lent ; 
O ſov'reign power! but grant me this, 
No more Þ'R aſk, no more III wiſh, 


22 


Smirky Nax. 


1 

An! woes me, poor Willy cry'd, 

Sec how I'm waſted to a ſpan? 
My heart I loſt, when firſt I ſpy'd 

The charming lovely milk-maid Nan, 
I'm grown ſo weak, a gentle breeze 

Of duſky Roger's winnowing fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beechy trees, 
And all for thee, my ſmirky Nan. 
II 


The alewiſe miſſes me of late, 

I us'd to take a hearty can; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 

Unleſs 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Nan. 
The baker makes the beſts of breads 

The flour he takes and leaves the bran ; - 


„ 


| 
; 
i 


Sing, my bonny harmleſs ſheep, 
That feed upon the mountains ſteep, 
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The bran is every other maid 
COR with thee, my ſmirky Nan. 
III. 
But Dick o' the green, that naſty lown, 
Laſt Sunday to my miſtreſs ran, 


Hs ſnatch'd a kiſs : I knock'd him down, 
Which hugely pleas'd my ſmirky Nan. 


But hark I the roaring ſoger comes, 
And rattles tantara tarran, 

She leaves her cows for noiſy drums, 
Woes me Pve loſt my ſmirky Nan. 


Tarky Woo. 


. 
'TARRY woo, tarry woo, 
Tarry woo is ill to ſpin, 
Card it well, card it well, 
Card it well ere ye begin. 
When *tis carded, row'd, and ſpun, 
Then the work is hafloes done; 
But when woven, dreſs'd and clean, 


It may be cleading for a queen, 


II. 


Ls 


Bleating ſweetly as ye go 


Thro' the winter's froſt and ſnow ; 


Hart, and hind and fallow-dcer, 


No by ha'f ſo uſeſul are: 


Frae kings to him that hads the plow, 
Are all oblig' d to tarry woo, 
III. 
Up, ye ſhepherds, dance and ſkip, 
O'er the hills and valleys trip, 
Sing up the praiſe of tarry woo, 
Sing the flocks that bear it too: 
Harmleſs creatures without blame, 
That clead the back and cram the wame ; 
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Keeps us warm and hearty fou-; ; 
Leeſe me on the tarry woo. 
IV. 

How happy is the hepherd's lite, 
Far ſrae courts and free of ſtrife, 
While the gimmers bleat and bac, 
And the lambkins anſwer mae: 

No ſuch muſic to his ear, 
Of thief or fox he has no ſear ; 2 
Sturdy kent, and colly too, 
Will defend the tarry woo. 

V. 
He lives content, and envies none; 
Not even a monarch on his throne. 
Tho? he the royal ſceptre ſways, 
Has not ſweeter holidays, * 
Who'd be a king, can ony tell, 
When a ſhepherd fings ſac well; 
Sings ſac well, and pays hig due, 
With honeſt heart and tarry woo. 


On HENRTIETTA“s Recovery. 
Tune, My deary if thou die. 


Ir Heaven, its bleſſings to augment, 
Call Henny to the ſkies, 

Hence from the earth flies all content, 
The moment that ſhe dies ; 

For in this earth there is no fair 4 
Can give ſuch joy to me pe, 55 

How great muſt then be my deſpar, | 
My Henny, an thou die? 

= 

But now pale ſiekneſs leaves her face, 
And now my charmer {miles ; ; 

New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, 
And all my fear beguiles: 

The bounteous powers have heard the pray'ra 
I daily made for thee, 
Vox. IV. Ii 


| 
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Like them be kind, and eaſe my cares, 


Elfe I myſelf muſt die. 


HoDGE of the Mill * Buxom Neu. 


* 
Vo vx Roger of the mill, 
One morning very ſoon, 
Put on his beſt apparel, 
' New hoſe and clouted ſhoon ; 
And he a-wooing came, 
To bonny buxom Nell, 
Dear laſs cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
I like thee wondrous well. 


II. 


My horſes 1 have dreſs'd, 


And gi'en them corn and hay, 
Put on my beſt apparel; 
And having come this way, 
Let's fit and chat a while 
With thce, my bonny Nell. 
Dear laſs, cries he, cou'dſt fancy me, 
Pſe like thy perſon well. 
III. 
Ns Roger, you're miſtaken, 
The damſel then reply'd, 
Pm not in ſuch a haſte 
. To be a ploughman's bride ; 
Know I then live in hopes 
To marry a farmer's ſon ; 
If it be ſo, ſays Hodge, I'll go; 
Sweet miſtreſs, I have done. 
| 4s 
Your horſes you have dreſs'd, 
Good Hodge, I heard you ſay, 
Pat on your beſt apparely 
And being come this way, 
O no indeed not 1, 
7¹ neither wait, nor fit, nor prate, 


Poe other fiſh to ie 5 
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V. 
Go take your farmer's fon, 
With all my honeſt heart : 
What tho' my name be Roger, 
That goes at plough and cart ? 
I need not tarry long, 
I ſoon may gain a wiſe: 
There's buxom Joan, it is well known, 
She loves me as her liſe. 55 
| VL 
Pray what of buxom Joan? 
Can't I pleaſe you as well? 
For ſhe has ne'er a penny, 
And I am buxom Nell; 
And I have fifty ſhillings, 
7 he money made him fmile : 
O then my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
And chat with thee a while. 
VII. 
Within the ſpace of half an hour 
This couple a bargain ſtruck, 
Hoping that with their money 
They both wou'd have good luck 
To your fifty I've forty, 
With which a cow we'll buy ; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock bands, 
Then who but you and I? 


Buttery Mav. 


I. 
In yonder town there wons a May, 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony, 
She is fac jimp, ſae gamp, ſac gay, 
Sac capernoytiec, and ſae bonny: 
She has been woo'd and loo'd by mony, 
But ſhe'was very ill to win; 
She wadna hae him except he were bonny, 
Tho? he were neꝰer ſac noble a kin. 
112 
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II. 
Her bonnyneſs has been foreſcen 

In ilka town baith far and near, 

And when ſhe kirns her minny's kirn, 

She rubs her face till it grows clear ; 
But when her minny fhe did perceive 

Sie great inlack amang the butter, 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 

Tis criſh that gars your grunzie glitter. 
There's Dunkſon, Davyſon, Robie Carmel, 
The laſs with the petticoat dances right well, 
Sing Stidrum, Stouthrum, Suthrum, Stony, 
An ye dance ony mar, we'ſe tell meſs Jobny. 
Sing, Vc. 


The wiſe Penitent. 
Sung by Mr. Gar. 
I, 
DarnxIs ſtood penſive in the ſhade ; - 
With arms acrofs, and head reclin'd ; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love- ſick mind 3 
His tuneful pipe all broken lay, 
Looks, ſighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Chloe 1 is * 
| 
Why ring the woods with-warbling throats! 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains ; 
1 faintly hear in your ſoft notes 
My Chloe's voice, that wakes my pains. 
But why ſhould you your ſongs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fong to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 
II. 
As thus he melancholy ſtood 
De jected, as the lonely dove, 
Sweet ſound. brake _ thro? the wood. 
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I feel a ſound my heart ſtrings move: 
"Twas not the nightingale that ſung ; 
No, 'tis Chloe's ſweeter tongue: 

Hark ! hark ! what, ſays my love ? 
IV. | 
How ſimple 1s the nymph, ſhe cries, 
Who trifles with her lover's pain? 
Nature ſtill ſpeaks in women's eyes, 
Our artful lips are made to feign, 
Oh Daphnis ! Daphnis ! *twas my pride, 
Twas not my heart thy love deny'd: 
Come back, dear youth, again 


As t' other day my hand he ſeia'd, 
My blood with trickling motion flew, 
Sudden i put on looks diſpleas d, 
And haſty from his hold withdrew ; 
*Twas fear alone, thou fimple ſwain ; 
Then hadſt thou preſs'd my hand again 
My heart had yielded too. 
Tis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy lip and roſy cheek ; 
Think not thy {kill in ſong defam'd, 


Thy lip ſhould other pleaſures ſeek. 


Much, much thy muſic I approve, 

Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 

3 VII. 
My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd ; 
Daphnis, I fear, is ever gone! 

Laſt night with Deliah's dog he play'd ; 

Love by ſuch'trifles firſt comes on. 

Now, now, dear ſhepherd come away. 


My tongue would not my heart betray. 


Ah Chloe! thou art won. 
x VIII. 
The youth ſtept forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay ; 
Shame ſudden light'ned in her face, 
11 3 
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Confus'd ſhe knew not what to ſay : 
A laſt, in broken words ſhe ery'd, 
To morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt W 


Old Dank BT. 


An advice to ChLOE. 


DAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain ; 
Your maxim that love is {till founded 
On eharms that will qtuckly decay, 
Vou'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 
II. 
The love that from beauty is drawn; 
By kindneſs you ought to improve ; 
Soft looks and gay ſmiles are the daun, 
Fraition the ſun- nine of love. 
And tho? the bright beams of your cyes 
dhould be cloude that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs obſcure all the ſkies, 
Vou ne'cr can forget it was day. 
III. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his ſide, 
Vou have often regarded with wonder, 
es ropſical. ſhe is dim ey'd, 
Yet there cver uncaly aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
Or ſit in the ſun at the door; 
And at night when old Darby's pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a wliff more. 
IV. 
No beauty nor wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to cover 
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Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of cach other? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that youth did beſtow, 
The thought of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of our bleſſings below. 
V. 
Thoſe traces ſor ever will laſt, 
No ſiekneſs or time can remove: 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By reviews of ſuen raptures as theſe; 
The current of ſondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freczc. 


The modern Markiace QUESTION. 


| i 
Hayyy the world in that bleſs'd age, 
When beauty was not bought and ſold, 
When the fair mind was uninflam'd 
With the mean thirſt of baneful gold. 
N uh the mean thirſt, &c. 
II. 
Then the kind ſhepherd when he ſigh'd, 
The ſwain, whoſe dog was all lis wealth, 
Was not by cruel parents ſorc'd | 
To breathe the am'rous vow by ſtealth. 
No breathe, Ke. 
III. 


Nov the firſt queſtion fathers aſk, 


When for their girls ſond lovers ſue, 
Is,---What*s the ſettlement you'll mate! 
| You're yn. l ay Re ngs the door at you. 


You're poor, & 
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No 
The CoUunTRY-WAKEs 
I. 

ILL ſing you a ditty, and warrant it true, | 

Give but attention unto me a while _ 
Of tranſactions in court, and in country too, 
Toilſome pleaſure, and pleaſing toil : of: 
Accept it, I pray, as your help-mates you take, 

To ſome *twill give joy, N 


And ſome others annoy ; 
Al's fair at a country-wake. 
All fair, &c. 
II. 
Many ladies at court are ſtyl'd unpolite, 
Becauſe truly virtuous, and prone to no ill; 
Whilſt others, who ſparkle in diamonds bright, 
Are ſtript of their pride at baſſet or quaarille, 
Till their loſſes at play do their lords credit ſhake: 
Then their toys to recover, | 
They'll grant the laſt favour : 
Strange news at a country-wake, 
Strange news, &c. | 
5 III. 
Here moſt of our gentlemen patriots are, 
Tho? very bad ſtateſmen I freely confeſs, 
They deſign harm to none, but a fox or a hare, 
And are always found loyal in war and in peace. 
The farmer's induſtry does earth fertile make; 
The huſbandman's plowing, 
His planting and ſowing, 
Gets heulth and good chear at a country- wake. 
Gets heath, &c. 
| | IV. 


Our maids blooming fair, without waſhes and paints, 
From neighbouring villages hither reſort, 


They kiſs ſweet as roſes, yet virtuous as ſaints ; 


(Who can ſay more for the ladies at court?) 
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No worldly cares vex them alleep or awake, 
But their time they improve 
In peace and true love, 
And innocent mirth at a country- wake. 
And innocent, &c. 
| V. 
The ſchemes of a courtier are ſull of intrigues ; 
Here all's fair and open, dark deeds we deſpiſe, 
Set rural contentment ?*gainſt courtly fatigue, 
Who chuſes the former is happy and wile : 
Now let's pray for the king, and, for Britain's ſake, 
From all factions ſree, 
May his ſubjects agree, | 
As well at the court as the country-wake, 
As welt, VC. 


OaTtns in FAsRIOx. 


J Cus ren prevailing ſo long *mongſt the great, 
| Makes oaths caſy potions to ſleep on; 

Which many (on gaining good places) repeat, 
Without e'er deſigning to keep one. 

For an oath's ſeldom kept, as a virgin's fair fame, 
A lover's fond vows, or a prelate's good name ; 

A lawyer to truth or a ſtateſman from blame, 
Or a patriot's heart in a courtier, 
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The Terrible Law. 


F 
_ | 
Tux terrible law when it ſaſtens its paw 
On a poor men, it grips till he's undone ; 
And what I am doing may prove to my ruin, 
Tho? rich as the lord mayor of London, 
E 5 
Therefore I'll be wary what meſſage I carry, 
Unleſs we firſt make a ſure zure bargain ; 
Iwill be, dempnified, thoroughly ſatisfied, 
That cha'n ſhan't zuffer a varding. i 
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The Pray of Love. 


| Firſt Act. 


Tux play of love is now begun, 

And thus the actions do go on; 
Strephon enamour'd courts the fair, 
dhe hears him with a careleſs air, 
And ſmiles to find him in love's ſnarc. 


5 Second Act. 
The act tune pla y'd, they meet again, 
Here pity moves her for his pain, 


Which he evades with ſome pretence, 


And thinks ſhe may with love diſpenſe, 
But pants to hear a man of ſenſe. 


Third Act. 
The third approach her lover makes, 
She colours up whene*er-he ſpeaks ; 


But with feign'd lights ſhe puts him by, 


And faintly cries ſhe can't comply, 
Altho? the gives her heart the lie. 


| Fourth Act. 
Now the plot rifes, he ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other fair he'd try; _. 
At which ſhe ſwells with ſpleen and fear, 
Leſt ſome more wiſe his love ſhou'd ſhare, 
Which yet no woman c'er can bear. 


| Fiſt 48. 
The laſt act now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy; 
Ske does no more his paſſion ſhun, 
He firmght into her arms does run: 


The curtain falls, the play is done. 


Te 
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Fanxy Fair. 


I. 
To Fanny fair I could impart 
The cauſe of all my wo 
That beauty which has won my heart, 
She ſcarcely ſeems to know : 
Unſkill'd in the art of womankind, 
Without deſign ſhe charms ; 
How can thoſe ſparkling eyes be blind, 
Which every boſom warms ? 
II. 
She knows her power is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluſhes ſhows, 
Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th? op'ning budding roſe : 
Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 
That charms the ſenſe ſo much, 
Upon a thorny brier grows, 
And wounds with ev'ry touch. 
III. 
At firſt when J beheld the fair, 
With raptures I was bleſt; 
But as I would approach more near, 
At once 1 loſt my reſt ; 


Th enchanting ſight, the ſveet * | 


Prepare me for my doom ; 
One cruel look from thoſe bright eyes 
Will lay me in my tomb, 


The BoTtTLE Preſerr'd. 


I. 
Provn woman, I ſcorn you, 
Briſk wine's my. delight, 
PIT drink all the day, 
And l' revel all night. 
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II. 
As great as a monarch, 
The moments I pals, 
The bottle's my globe, 
And my iceptre's the glaſs. 
III. 
The table's my throne, 
fend the tavern's my court, 
The drawer's my ſubject, 
And ERIN s my port 
| IV. 
Here's the chief of all joy, 
Here's a miſtreſs ne'er coy ; 
Dear cure of all ſorrows, 
And life of all bliſs : 
I'm a king when I hug you, 
But more when I kiſs. 


Tippling Jond. 


J. 

As tippling John was jogging on, 

Upon a riot: night, 

With tottering pace, and ſiery face, 
Suſpicious of high flight; 

The guards, who took him by his look, 
For ſome chief fiery-brand, 

Aſk'd, whence he came, what was his name? 
Who are you? Stand, friend, ſtand, 

| II. 

I'm going home, from meeting come: 
Ay, ſays oue, that's the caſe; 

Some meeting he has burnt, you ſee 
The flame's ſtill in his face. 

John thought it time to purge his crime, 
And ſaid, My chief intent 

Was to aſſuage my thirſty rage, 
P vv meeting that I meant. 
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Come, friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 


Says one, pray let us know, 
That we may find how you”re inclin'd ; 
Are you high church or low ? 
John ſaid to that, Pll tell you what, 
To cnd debates and ftrife, 
All I can ſay, this is the way 
I ſteer my courſe of life. 
IV. 
I ne'er to Bow or Burgeſs go, 
To ſteeple-heuſe nor hall, 
The briſk bar. bell beſt ſuits my zeal 
With gentlemen, dy'e call? | 
Gueſs then, am I low church or high, 
From that tow'r, or no fteeple, 
Whoſe merry toll cxalts the ſoul, 
And muſt make high-flown people. 
V 


The guards came on, and look'd at John 
With countenance moſt pleaſant, 

By whiſper round they all ſoon found 
He was no damag'd peaſant. 

Thus while John ſtood the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their deciſion ; 

Damn him, ſays one, let him begone, 
He's of our own religion. 


B E LIND A. 


| I. 
Wovcy Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone l'd chuſe to live, 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater, 
Nor a greater bliſs deb re. 

| IL | 
My charming nymph, if you can End 
Amongſt the race of human kind, 
Vol. IV. Me 4 a 
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A man that loves you more than T, In 
P11 reſign yau, Plt reſign you, | 

Pl reſign you though 1 die. 

Let my Belinda fill my: arms, | 
With all her beauty, all her charms: 

With ſcorn and pity I'd look down | 

On the gtories of a crown. H 


BEAUrr and RiGouR. 


I. 
Tux nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
No leſs than a wonder by nature deſign'd : 
She's the grief of my heart, and the joy of my cyc, 
And the cauſe of a flame that never can die. 


And the cauſe, &c. 
TY: 


Her mouth, from whence wit fill obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiſul bluſh, and the ſmell of a roſe; 

Love and deſtioy both attend on her will, 

She wounds with a look, with a frown ſue can kill. 
She wounds, Ke. 


a2 it ca td 


III. 

The deſperate. lover can hope no redreſs, 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in exceſs ; 
In Celia they meer, ſo unhappy am I, 

Who ſees her muſt love, who Leven her muſt die. 


Who fees ber, Ke. 


7A 


The MVA T. 
I. 


Ox all the torment, all the care, 5 
Zy which our lives are curſt, 
Of all the forrows — we a | 

A neal is theworſt 
By partners in another kind” | 3 
Afllions calier grow, Og... 
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In love alone we hate te find 

Companions in our wo. 
II. 

Sylvia, for all the griefs you ſee 
Ariſing in my breaſt, 

I beg not that you 34 pity me, 
Would you but flight the reſt. 

Howe'er ſevere your rigours arc, 
Alone with them l'd cope, 

I can endure my own deſpair, 

But not another's hope, 


8 
 HunTixG Song, going out. 


HRK l away, *tis the merry ton'd horn, 
Calls the hunters all up with the morn; 
To the hills and the woodlands they e. 
To unharbour the out · lying deer. 


ce 


Chorus of Huntſmen. 


All the day . | 
Bis, this ts our ſons, a 
And following, 

Ja. frolic and free : 
Our joys know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 


No mortals on earth are jo Jolly as we. 


Round the Ba while we beat, how we glow, 


While the hills they, all echo hillo; 


With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts, they reſound to the ſkies. 


All the day long. &e. 
III. 


When we ſweep o'er the valleys, or climb 
Up the heath-breathing mountains ſublime, 
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What a joy from our labour do we feel! 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
All the day, &c. 


The Return from the Cnace. 


L . 
Tux ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields ; ; 
The merry, merry, merry horn calls, Come, come 

away, 
Awake from your ſlumbers, and hail the new day. 
Ihe merry, XC. 

II. 


The ſtag rous'd before us, away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry, 
Then follow, follow, follow, the muſical ehace, 
Where pleaſure and vigorous. health we bruce. 
Then follow, Ro. 

Hl. 
The days ſport when over makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover freſh charms for the night, 
Then let us now enjoy all we can while we may, 
Let love crownthe night as our een the day. 
Then let us, &c. 


The Grux that's blyth and Bay. | 
Whew Black * 


or all the girls in-our town, 

Or black, or yellow, or ſair or brown, 
With their ſoft eyes and faces ſo bright; 

Give me a girl that's blyth and gay, 

As warm as June, and as ſweet as May, 
With her heart free and faithful as light 

What lovely couple then cou'd be | 

So happy and ſo bleſs'd as we! 


ty CY 


Twit} tro dhk - 


we 


Ome 


lay. 


3 To be paſs'd, yet wiſh ſruition. 


Tur ſun Fas ſank beneath the hill, 


The truth of love in womankind. 
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Un whom the ſweeteſt joys wou'd ſmile, 
And all the cares of life beguile, 
Entranc'd in bliſs each rapt'rous night. 


CTI Ia's Perplezity, 


| I. 
CrurmA ſrowns whene'er I woo her, 
Yet ſhe's vex'd if I give over; 
Much ſhe fears 1 ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her lover; 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes. 

II. 

Prithee, Cynthia look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will. o'ertake you; 
Then too late, deſire will find you, 
When the power muſt forſake you. 
Think upon the ſad condition, 


- -NovcrrT but Lovx. 
I 


The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The ſky was clear, the winds were till, 

The flocks were pent within the fold; 
When from the ſilence of the grove; 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love ! 

: II. | 

Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the bare rock, or oozy beach; 
Who from cach barren weed that grows 

Expects the grape or bluſhing peach; 
With equal faith may hope to find _ 
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III. 
I have no herds, no fleccy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green nor gardens fair, 
A maiden's venal heart to gain ; 
Then all in vain my ſighs mult prove, 
For I, alas have nought but love. 
IV. 
How wretched is the faithful youth 
Since women's hearts are bought and ſold ! 
They aſk not vows of ſacred truth, 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh tor gold, 
Gold can the ſrowns of ſcorn remove! 
But I, alas have nought but love. 
V. 
To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what treaſure can ſulliee? 
Not all their ſhine can ever boaſt | 
The living luſtre of her eyes: 


For theſe the world too cheap would p prove; 3 


But I, alas! have nought but love. 
VI. 
O Sylvia! ſinee nor gems nor ore, 
Can with your brighter gems compare, 
Conſider that I offer more, 
More ſeldom found, a foul fincere ; 
Let riches meaner beauties move, N 
Who pay thy worth muſt pay in love. 


„ 


Tell me, my Heart. 


232 1. ' 
Warn Delia on the plain appears, 

Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 

J wou'd approach, but dare not move; 

Tell me, wy. heart, if this be love? 

Wheneꝰ er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd car 

No other voice but hers can bear, 


* 


r e 


nn 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 175. 


No other wit but hers approve: 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
Tf ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho? I was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inſtant, enemy I prove: 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 

' IV. 

When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove : 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 482 
V . 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph in my pain; 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


Curip miſtaken. 


I. 

As after noon, one ſummer's day, 

Venus ſtood bathing in a river, 
Cupid a-ſhooting went that way, . . 
Ne ſtrung his bow, and fill'd his quiver ; 
With ſkill he choſe his ſharpeſt dart, 

With all his might his bow he drew, 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 

The too well guided arrow flew. 
| bij: 3k 

I faint! I die, the goddeſs cry'd: 

O cruel ; cou'dſt thou find none other 
To wreak thy ſpleen on? parricide, 

Like Nero, thou haſt flain thy mother ; 
Poor Cupid, ſobbing, ſcarce cou'd ſpeak ; 

Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas, how eaſy the miſtake, 

I took you for your hkeneſs, Chloe. 
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SyYLVIA to ALEXTS, 


J. 
Alrxts, how artleſs a lover; 
How baſhſul and ſilly you grow; 
In my eyes can you never diſcover 
I mcan Yes, when I often ſay No; 
1 mean, &c. 
II. 


When you pine and you whine out your Ba, 


And only intreat for a kiſs; 


To be coy and deny is the faſhion, 


Alexis ſhould-ravith the bliſs. 
Alexis ſhould, &c. | | 
M. 


In love, as in war, *tis but reaſon- 


To make ſome defence for the town: 
Jo ſurrender without it, were treaſon, 


Before that the,qQutworks were won. 
Before that, &c. 
IV. | 
If I frown, 'tis my bluſhes to cover, 
Tis for honour, and modeſty's ſake ; 
He is but a pitiful lover 
Who is foild by a fingle attack. 
Who ts, &c. 2 | 
e LET PW, 


But when we by force are o'erpower'd, 
The beſt and the braveſt muit yield; 
I am not to be won by a coward, 
Who hardly dares enter the field. 


Zert. Serious Lovrxk. 


Berieve my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 


Believe the heart you've won, 
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Believe my vows to you ſincere, 
Or, Jenny, I'm undone, 
You ſay, Pm fickle, and apt to Werd 
At every face that's new: 
Of all che girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you. 
| II. 
My heart was like a lump of ice, 
Til warm'd by your bright eye; 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that ne'er can die, | 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true: 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne' er lov'd one like you, 
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The Graceful Abmikens- F 


Fals tho? ſhe be to me and love, 

I' neer purſue revenge; 

For ſtill the charmer I approve, 
Tho? I deplore her change. 

In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 
They could not always laft ; 

But tho? the preſent I regret, 
Pm grateful for the paſts 
Jam grateful, &c. 


Cz114 and SABINA. 


J. 
THras1s a young and am'rous ſwai 
Saw two, the beauties of the plain, 
Who both his heart ſubdue: _ 
Gay Celia's eyes were dazzling fair ; 
Sabina's eaſy | ſhape and air, | 


With ſolter muſic drew. 
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, IL 
He haunts the ſtream, he haunts the grove, 
Lives in a fond romance of love, L 
And ſeems for each to die; | 
Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
Sabina Celia's ſhape ran down, 


And ſhe Sabina's eye. 
III. 4 | I 
Theic envy made the ſhepherd find 
Thoſe eyes that love could only. blind; | 11 


So ſet the lover free. 
No more he haunts the grove or fiream, 


Or, with a true love knot or name, © | ] 
Engraves a wounded tree. | 
9 IV. | ' | i 


Ah Celia! fly, Sabina ery'd, 
Tho' neither love, we're both deny'd, 
Let either fix the dart. | ve 
Poor girl | ſays Celia, ſay no more; 
That ſpite which broke his chains before, 
Wou'd break the others heart, | 


The Fair Waxinne: 


YouxG virgins love pleaſure, | 
As miſers do treafure; 
And both alike ſtudy 
To heighten the meaſure ; 
Their hearts they will rifle 
For every new trifle, *' 
And when in their teens 
Fall in love for a ſong ; 

But ſoon as they marry, 
And find things miſcarry; 
Oh! how they ſigg 

That they were not more wary. 
Inſtead of ſoft wooing, 
They run to their ruin, 
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And all their lives aſter 
Drag ſorrow along. 


PEeTTICOAT WooixG. 


I. 

Drin Colin, prevent my warm blu ſlies, 
How can I ſpeak without pain? „ 
My eyes have oft told you their wiſhes :. 
Why can't you the meaning CATE : 

My paſſion wou'd loſe by. expreſſion, 
And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then pray don't expe a confeſſion 
Of what is too tender to name. 
III. 
Since yours is the province of ſpeaking 
How can you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes thould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they thould be. 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine ? 
I necd not tell over and over 


What I in my boſom confine. 


Colix's Reply. | 


4 
Goon Madam, when ladies are N 
A man muſt needs look like a fool; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling 
Fe or one that does * without rule. 
At leaſt ye ſhou'd wait ſor our oſſers, 
Nor fnatch like old maids in deipair ; 
Had you liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Vour ſighs were all ent! iu the air, 
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III. 
You ſhould leave to gueſs by your bluſhing 11 
And not tell the matter ſo plain; 
Tis ours to be writing and puſlung, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 
IV. | Y 
But you're in a terrible taking, 
By all the fond oglings I ſee; 8 » 
The fruit that can fall without ſhaking, | 
Indeed 1 is too mellow for me. 


The CounTay-Lass's Ambition. * 
3 5 
Wnar tho? they call me country-laſs? 
J read it plainly in my glaſs, 
'That for a dutcheſs I might paſs ; 
Oh! could I ſee the day 1 \ 
Wou'd fortune but attend my call, 


At park, at play, at ring and ball. 1 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, | £ 
With a * by, Clear the va. 
1 


Surrvüsded by a crown of beau, s 
With ſmart toupees, and powder'd eloaths, 
At rivals I'll turn up my noſe; 7; aps ] 
li Oh! could I ſee the day ! | 

| | I'll dart ſuch glances from theſe eyes, 


Shall make ſome duke, or lord, my prizes  - 

And then, O how I'll tvranniſe, _ | | 

| With a ſtand by, Clear the way. 

III. 

Oh then for every new delight, 

For equipage and diamonds bright, 

Quadrille, and balls, and plays all night : 
O could I ſee the day! ex 

Of love and joy Pd take my fill, 

The tedious hours of life to kill. 

In every thing Pd have my will. 

With a ſtand by, Clear the way. 
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The following Sox is ſaid to made in honour of 
: Mary Quzxn of ScoTs. 


| J. 
You meaner beauties of the night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes, 
More by your number than your light, 
Ye are but officers of the ſkies ; | 
What arc you when the moon doth riſe ? 
| II. 
Vou violets that firſt appear, 
By your ſine purple colour known, 
Taking poſſeſſion of the year, 
As if the ſpring were all your own ; 
What are ye when the roſe is blown ? 
III. 
You charming birds, that in the woods 
Do warble ſorth your. lively lays, 
Making · your paſſion underſtood - 
In ſofteſt notes ; what is your praiſe, 
When Philomel her voice does raiſe? 
IV. 
You glancing jewels of the eaſt, 
Whole eſtimation ſancies raiſe, 
Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the reſt 
Of glitt'ring gems ; what is your praiſe, 
When the bright diamond ſhews his rays ? 
V. | 
But, ah ! poor light, gem, voice, and ſmell, 
What are ye if my Mary ſhine? 
Moon, diamond, flowers, and Philomel, 
Light, luſtre, ſcent, and muſic tine, 
. And yield to merit more divine. 
| | VI. 
Thus when my miſtreſs you have ſeen 
In beauties of her face and mind, 
Firſt, by deſcent, ſhe is a Queen; _ 
Judge then if ſhe be not divine, 
And glory of all womankind, 
Vo. IV. L1 
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VII. 
The roſe and lily, the hale ſpring, c 
Unto her breatli for fweetneſs ſpeed : 


The diamond darkens in the rin : ] 


When ſhe appears, the moon looks dead, 
As when Sol lifts his radiant head. 


A 


There Gowaxs are gay. 


I. 
THERE gowans are gay, my joy, 
There gowans are gay; 
They gar me wake when I ſhou'd ſleep, 
The firſt morning of May. 
J, 
Aboot the fields as I did pals, 
There gowans are gay; 
I chane'd to mect a proper laſs, 
The firſt morning of May. 
F III. 


Right. buſy was that bonny .maid, 


There gowans are gay, 
I haſs'd her, ſvac to her I ſaid, 
The firſt morning of May ; 
IV. 
© lady fair, what do you here? 
There gowans are gay; 
Gethering the dew, what need ye ſpeir ? : 
The firſt moraivg of May. 
V. 
The dew, quoth I, what can that mean? 
There gowans are gay; 
Qnoth ſhe, to waih my miſtreſs clean, 
The firſt morning of May. 
VI. 


I aſc'd farther at her ſyne, 


There gowans are gay, 
Gif to my will (ke wad-incline ? 
The irit morning of May. 
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VII. 
She ſaid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay ; 
Her maidenhead on me to ware, 
The firſt morning of: May, 
| VIII. . 
Then, like' an arrow. frae a bow, 
There gowans are gay; | 
She ſkipt away out o'er the know, 
The firit morging of May. 
IX. 


And leſt me in the garth my lane, 
There gowans are gay; 
And in my heart a twang; of pain 
The firſt morning of May. 
X. 


The little birds they ſang fall free, 
There gowans are gay; 


_ Unto my comfort was right meet, 
The firſt mornipg of May. 
XI. 


And thereabouts 1 paſt my time, 
There gowgns. arg gay,; 
neil it was che hour of prime, 
The firſt morning of May. 
G ol > |. 
And then returned hame bedeen, 
There gowans are gay 
Panſand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May. 


Slighted Love is fair to bide. 


| I. 
Inap a heart, but now I heartleſs gace; 
I had a mind, but daily was oppreſt ; 
F had a friend that's now become my fac ; 
L had a will that * has freedom loſt: 
12 
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What have I now ? 
Nathing I trow, 
Bur grief where I had joy: 
"What am I then? 
A heartleſs man: 
Could love me thus deſtroy ! 
J love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 
Yet for my love diſdain i 8 my reward. 
1 
Where ſhall I gang to hide my weary face ? | 
Where ſhall I find a place for my defence ? 


Where my true love remains, the fitteſt place 


Of all the earth that is my canfidence, 
She is my heart 
Till I depart: - 
Let her do what ſhe liſt, 
I cannot mend, 
But ſtill depend, 
And daily to inſiſt, 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve; 
If not ſor love, let love my body ſtarve. 
II. 
O lady fair, whom I do honour moſt, 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I have; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But ſtill in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, 
And ſall not rue, 
Ae word that I have ſaid: 
I am your man, 
Do what you can, 
When all theſe plays are plaid. 
Then ſave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 
_ man and goods are all at your command. 


r 
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I. 
Cons, love, let's walk by yonder ſpring, 
Where we may hear the blackbird ſing, 
The robin-red-breaſt and the thruſh, 
And nightingale in thorny buſh, 
The mavis ſweetly caroling ; 
This to my love, this to my love, 

Content will bring: 

IT. 
Sec where the nymph, with all her train, 
Comes ſkipping thro? the park amain, 
And in this grove the means to ſtay, 
At barley- breaks to ſport and play; 


Where we may fit us down and ſee 


Fair beauty mix'd, fair beauty mix'd, 
With chaſtity. 
III. 
In yonder dale are fineſt flowers, 
With mony-pleaſant ſhady bowers, 
A purling brook, whoſe ſilver ſtreams 
Are beautified with Phœbus' beams; 
Which ſteal out thro? the trees for fear, 
Becauſe Diana, becauſe Diana, 
Bathes her there. 
IV. 
All her delight is as ye ſce, 
This way to ſport, and here to be 
Delyting in this caler ſpring, 
Only to bathe herſelf therein, 
Until Acteon her eſpy'd: 


Then to the thieket, then to the * ker 


Did ſhe glyde. 
V. 
And . by magie art the wrought; 
And in her heart ſhe thus bethought, 
With ſecret ſpeed away to flee, 


And he a hart was turn'd to be; 


LI 
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| Becauſe he follow'd Dian's train, 


- 
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His lifc he loſt, his life he loſt, 
Her love to gain. 


-> % ee wm 


CasT away CanE. 8 


| 
Carex, away gae thou frac me, 
For I am no fit match for thee, 
Thou bereaves me of my wits, 
Wherefore I hate thy frantic fits: 


Therefore I will care no moir, 


Since that in cares comes no reſtair z 
But I will fing hey down a dee, 
And caſt doilt care away ſrae me. 

II. 


If I want, I care to get, 
'The more I have, the more I fret; 


Love 1 much, I care for moir, 

The, moir I have I think Pm poor: 
Thus grief and care my mind opprefs, 
Nor wealth nor wae gives no redreſs ; 
Therefore I'll care no moir in vain, 


Since care has coſt me meikle pain. 


III. 22 
Is not this warld a ſlidd'ry ball ? 
And thinks men ſtrange to catch a fall? ' 
Does not the ſea baith eb and flow? 
And fortune's but a painted ſhow ; 
Why ſhould men take eare or grief, 
Since that by theſe comes no relief? 
Some careful ſaw what careleſs reap, 
And walters ware what niggars ſcrape, 
Well then, ay Icarn to knaw thyſelf, 
And care not for this warldly pelf: 
Whether thy 'ſtate be great or ſmall, - 
Be thankful ſtill whate'er beſall, 
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Sac fall thou then ay live at caſe, 
No ſudden grief ſhall thee diſpleaſe: 


Then mayſt thou ſing, Hey down a dee, 


When thou haſt caſt ilk care frac thee. 


The Farinesrt of her Davs. 


I. 
Wnox'zn beholds my Helen's face, 
And ſays not that good hap has ſhe 


Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
Shall think nane ever ſpake but fhe. 


he. ſhort way to reſoumd her praiſe, 
She is the faireſt of ber days. 
II. 


Who knows her wit, and not admires, 

He maun be deem'd devoid of {kill ; 
Her virtues kindle ſtrong deſires, 

In them that think upon her ſtill. 
The ſhort wap, Nc. 
III. 

Her red is like. unto the roſe, 

Whoſe buds are op'ning to the ſun, 
Her comely colours to diſcloſe 

The firſt degree of ripeneſs won. 


2 he ſhort way, "Ke. 
IV. 


And with the red is mix'd the white, 
Like to the ſun. or fair moon-thine, 
That does upon clear waters light, 
Ana makes the colour ſeem divine. 
1he ſhort way to reſound Ber praiſe, 
She 7 the faireſt of ber days, 
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N. B. The 6x foregoing ſongs I took out of a very 
old MS. colleQion, wrote by. a Gentleman in 


Aberdeen. 
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Lord HENRT and KATHARINE. 


| ; I. 
| In aneient times, in Britain's iſle, 
Lord Henry well was known, 
Nor knight in all the land more fam's, 
Or more deſerv'd renown ; 
His thoughts on honour always run, 
He ne'er cou'd bow to love, | 
No nymph in all the land had charms 
His frozen heart to move. 
TL 
Amongſt the nymphs where Kath'rine came, 
The faireſt face ſhe ſhows, 
She was as bright as mornihg-ſun, 
And ſweeter than a roſc: 
Although ſhe was of mean degree, 
She daily conqueſts gains; 
For ne'er a youth who her beheld, 
Eſcap'd her powerful chains. 
- I 
Bat ſoon her eyes their luſtre loſt, 
Her checks grew pale and wan, 
A pining ſeiz'd her lovely ſorm, 
And cures were all in vain; 
The ſickneſs was to all unknown. 
That did the fair one waſte, 
1 Her time in ſighs and floods of tears, 
5 And broken flumbers paſt. 
1 ; IV. | 
[ | | Once in a denn the cry'd aloud; 
= O Henry, Pm undone, 
Oh crucl fate, oh wretched. maid !” 
Thy love muſt ne'er be known! 
Such is the fate of womankind, 
They muſt the truth conceal, 
PI} die ten thuuſand thouſand-deaths, 
Ere I my love reveal. 


SOR Hom 


The 
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V. 
A tender ſriend that watceh'd the fair 
To Henry hy'd away. 
My Lord, ſays ſhe, we've ſound the cauſc 
Of Kath'rine's quick decay : 
She in a dream the ſecret told, 
Till now no mortal knew: 
Alas, ſhe now expiring lies, 
And dies for love of you. 
VI. 
The gen'rous Henry's foul was touch'd, 
His heart began to flame, 
Ah, poor unhappy maid he cry'd, 
Yet I am not to blame. | 
Ah Kath'rine ! too too modeſt maid, 
Thy love I never knew, 
ll eaſe your pain: and ſwift as wind 
To her bedſide he flew. 
IE. - 
Awake, awake, he fondly cry'd, 
Awake, awake, my dear; 
II had only gueſs'd your love, 
You ne'er had ſhed a tear; 
Tis Henry calls, complain no more, 
Renew thy wonted charms ; * 
I come to fave thee from deſpair, 
And take thee to my arms. 
VIII. 
Theſe words reviv'd the dying fair, | 
She rais'd her drooping head, | . 
And gazing on the long lov'd youth, 
She ſtarted from the bed. 
Around his neck her arms ſhe flung 
In ecſtaſy, and cried, - | 
Will you be kind? Will you indeed? 
My love !---and fo ſhe died. | 
1 
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The Milking PAIL» 


Vr nymphs and ſylvan 2 
That love green fields and woods, 
When ſpring newly born herſelf docs adorn 


With flowers and blooming buds :; 


Come ſing in the praiſe, while flocks do graze 
On yonder pleaſant vale, 

Of thoſe that choole to milk their ewes, 

And in cold dews, with clouted ſhoes, 


To carry the milking-pail, 
II. 


Vou goddeſs of the morn, 
With bluſhes you adorn, 

And take the ſreſh air, whilt linnets prepare 
A concert on each green thora : 

The blackbird and thruſh, on every buſh, 
And the charming nightingale, 


In merry vein, their throats do ſtrain, 


To entertain the jolly train 
Of thoſe of the milking · pail. 
III. 


When cold bleak vinds do roar, 

And flowers will ſpring no more. 
The fields that were ſeen ſo pleaſant and green, 

With winter's all candicd o'er. 


See how the town-laſs looks with her white facc, 


And her lips ſo deadly pale? 
But it is not ſo with thoſe that gg 
Thro' froſt and ſnow, with cheeks that glow, 
And N the * pail. 


The miſo of courtly mold, ; 
Adorn'd with, pearl and gold. 
With waſhes and paint her ſkin does ſo taint, 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 
While ſhe of commode puts on a cart-load, 
And with cuſhions plumps her tail. 
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What joys are found in ruſhy ground, 
Young plump and round, nay, ſweet and ſound, 
Of thoſe of the milking-pail ? 

V. 
You girls of Venus” game, 
That venture health and fame, 
In practiſing fcats, with cold and heats, 
Make lovers grow blind and lame : 
If men were ſo wiſe to value the prize 
Of wares moſt fit for ſale, 
What ſtore of beaux would daub their cloaths, 
To ſave a noſe, by following of thoſe 
Who carry the milking-pall ? 
VI. . 
The country lad is free | 
From fears and jealouſy, 
Whilſt upon the green he is oft ſeen 
With his laſs upon his knee ; 
With kiſſes moſt ſweet he doth her ſo treat 
And ſwears ſhe'll never grow ſtale ; 
But the London laſs in every place, 
With brazen face deſpiſes the grace 
Of thoſe of the milking-pail., 


PX1L1.1s, deſpiſe not. 


| I. | 
PH1LL1s, deſpiſe not your faithful lover, 
Play not the tyrant, becauſe you are fair; 
Beauty will fade, my charming maid, 

Juſt as the lily, my beautiful Philly, 
Ceaſe to prove coy, ſmile on the boy, 
Grant him the bleſſing he Jongs to enjoy. 


Crowns are but trifles, compar'd with my Philly; 


Who can behold-her. and not be enflav'd ? 
Angel divine; wert thou but mine 
Pity my ſtory, I laugh at all glory, 
Here I proteſt, on my dear breaſt, 
With thee in a cottage I'd think myſelf bleſt. 


192 A COLLECTION 


DIxk while ye can, 


| IS | 
LzT's drink, my ſriends, while here we whe 
The flecting moments as they paſs B 
This ſilent admonition give, FL 
1“ improve our time, and puſh the glaſs, 
When once we've entered Charon's boat, | 
Farewell to drinking, joys divine, L 
There's net a drop to wet our throat, : 
The grave's a cellar void of wine, b 


MeppLens out of SEASON. | a 


j 
Cone lads, ne'er plague your heads 
With what is done in Spain, 
But leave to them 
Who are lupreme, 
To ſettle peace again: 
Debating, prating, jumbling, n 
Pays no nations debt; 
Tis time muſt clear it, 
Juſt like elaret, 
When it is on the fret. 
; 6 
Each one ſhould mind his own, 
Not bus'neſs of the ſtate ; 
»Tis all we get, 
By Meddling, yet 
More troubles to create, 
Our wrangling, jangling, clam'ring, hamm'ring, |} 
But diſturb the town, - Þ 
ouch men of mettle, x 
In a kettle, - 
Make two holes for one. 


& uy 


OF CHOICE SONGS, 


III. 
If you the dangers knew 
Of thoſe that wear a crown, 
You'd ſcarce envy 
A ſtate ſo high, 
But wiſely uſe your own: 
Unſſeady, giddy, buſy, dizzy, 
With the dazzling height ; 
Yer daily ſtrooping, 
Almoſt drooping 
Underneath the weight. 
IV. 
> Low ſwains that range the plains, 
Their native freedom keep, 
Who yet command, 
With crook in hand, 
Their faithful dog and theep ; 
Their leiſure, pleaſure, ſporting, courting, 
None but time deceive ; 
Whilſt Armaryllis, 
Jugg and Phillis, 
Flow'ry garlands weave, 


* 


ComPLaint on SCORN, 


I. 

Wav will Florell2, when I gaze, 

My ravill”d eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face, 
I can behold with love ? 
To ſhun your ſcorn and caſe my care, 

I feek a nymph more kind; 
And as I range from fair to ſair, 

Still gentle uſage find. 

oY II. 

But O, how faint is ev'ry joy, 
Where nature has no part? 
New beauties may my eyes employ, 

But you engage my heart. 
Vor, IV, Mm 
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So reſtleſs exiles, as they roam, 
Meet pity ev'ry where: | 

Yet languilh for their native home, 
Tho? death attends them there. 


Love or Wix. 


T. 
Ir Phillis denies me relief, 
If the's angry Vil ſeek it in wine; 
Tho? ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
At my mirth why ſhow'd ſhe repine ? 
At my mirth, &c. 
IT. 
The ſparkling « 'hampaign ſhell remove 
All the cares my dull grief has in ſtore : 
My reaſon 1 loſt when J lov'd, 
And by drinking what can I do more ? 
And by drinking, &c. 
III. 
Wou'd Phillis but pity my pain, 
| Or my amorous vows wou'd approve, 
The juice of the grape I'd diſdain, 
And be drunk with nothing but love. 
And be drunk, &c. 


Twenty-one Favourite Fence in the BEGGan's 


OpEHA. 


SONG ' I 


Tune, An old woa cloatbed in grey, &c. 


Turoven all the employments of life, 
Each neighbour abuſes his brother : 


Whors and rogue they call huſband and wife, 


All x rofeſlions be-rogue one another: 


Tt 
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The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, | 
The lawyer beknaves the divine, 


And the ſtateſman, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


SONG II. 


Tune, The Bonny grey-eyd morn. 


| *T1s woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts; 
Her very eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money, with our hearts : 


For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 


And pra ctiſe every fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, ar: won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms, 


— SONG IL 
Tune, Why is your faithful flave diſdain'd, &c. 


Ir love the virgin's heart invade; 

How, like a moth, the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame ! 

If ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 

Her honours ſing'd, and then for life 
She's what 1 dare not name. 


SONG IV. 
Tune, Of all the /imple things we do, &c. 


A Maid is like a golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't. 
Whoſe worth is never known, beſore 
It is try'd, and impreſs'd in the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold. | 
Stampt with the name of her ſpoule ;. 
8 Mm 2 
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Now here, now there ; is bought or is ſold ; 
And 1s current in every houſe, 


SONG V. 
Tune, What ſpall I do to ſhow bow much I love her, 


V1Rcixs are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 

Mich in the garden enamels the ground ; 

Near it the bees, in play flutter and eluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolie around; 

But when once pluck'd, *tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-garden ?tis ſent, (as yet ſweet), 
There tades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under ſect, 


SONG VL 
Tune, Ob London is a fine town. 


Ovn Polly is a ſad flut ! nor heeds what we taught 
her, 


] wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 


For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns 
And hoops to ſwell her bride, 
With ſcarſs and lays, and gloves and lace ; 
And ſhe will have men beſide; 
And when ſhe's dreſs'd with care and coſt, 
Alt tempting. fine, and gay, 
As men ſhould ſerve a cycymber, 
She flings herſelf away, 
Our Polly is a /ad flut, &c. 


Tune, Grin king of the gboſts. 


Cax love be controul'd by advice! 
Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 


8 


pu ed AS 
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Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 

At his flame twould have melted away. 
When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preſt, 

'Twas ſo ſweet that I muft have comply'd-# 
$0 I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt, 

To marry for. ſcar. you ſhould chide. 


SONG vn. 
Tune, A /oldier and a ſailor. 


A Fox may ſtcal your hens, Sir, 
A whore your health” and pence, Sir, 


"Your daughter rob your cheſt, Sir, 


Your wife may ſteal your reſt. Sir, 
A thief your goods and plate. 
But this is all dur picking, 
With reſt, pence, cheſt, and chicken : 
It ever was decreed, Dir, 
If lawyer's hand 1s ſeed, Sir, 

He fleals your whole eftate:. 


S O'N G 1X. 
Tune, Over the hills and far away, 


Wene I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms embrace my laſs ;: 


Warm amidit eternal froſt, 


Too ſoon the half year's night would paſs, 
Were I ſold on Indian ſoil, 

Soon as the burning day was elos'd, 

I could mock the-ſultry toil, 

When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd.. 
And I would love you all the day, 
Every night would kiſs and play, 

Tf with me you'd fondly ſtray, 
Over the hills and ſar away. 
Mm 3; 


197 


- 
= . * 
<8 
1 a! 
FS 
- 
-» of 
1 
- D 1 
1 * 
* 
v4 
N 4 
v7 
. 1 
_- 
"il 
I 4 - 
*þ " 
. 1 
s 
„ 
s 
| 1 | 
4 ” 
* 
* 
1 
1 
1 
2 
. 
Dy! 
- = 
> , 
a 7 
, 
«Ss 
* * 
1 4% 
4 "11 
o 
a" ts 
- Hz. 
. * 
4 1 * 
2 
2 Wi 
* . 41 
. w 
4 = 
= + 
* 
2 
— x 4 
os 
x > 
- 7 
b Fe 
i 
=. 
EE, "7 
1 
5 
1 
£48 
F 
43 
1 
* = 
+ 
E. 


1 
; 


* A * * 9 2 * * - . oe 4 7 
3 — 5 — 
— — —— 43 - ny KJ, \ * - 
. — 4 1 — = 
. - — — — : A 
2 * Y * 


rer — Rong ee - wy 
. 2 in en Nr ben No 
n 2 — 


ws A COLLECTION 


SONG X. 
| | 
Tune, O the broom, &c. 


Tur miſcr thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay, 

With fighs reſigns it by degrees, 

And fears tis gone for ay. 

The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in ſilence eyes; 

But ſoon as out of ſight "tis gone, 

Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and crics.. 


tN 3 oe » 


S ON. G XL 


Tune, Cotillion. 
Vourn's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty: | 
She alone who that employs, * - | 
Well deſerves her. beauty. 
Let's be gay, 


While we may, 


Beauty's a flower deſpisꝰ'd in decay, | 
Vouth's the ſeaſon, ko. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, ; 


| Ours is not to-morrow, 
Love with youth flies ſwiſt away; 
Age is nought:but ſorro mx. 
Dance and ſing 
Time's on the wing, 
Liſe never knows the return of ſpring; 


Chorus, Let us drink, &c. 
8 ON G. XII. 
Tune, IV hen * I tay -1oith another man's Wiſes 
Tur gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all is in danger; 
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Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 


SONG XIII. 


Tune, Courtiers, courtiers think it no harm, &. 
Max may eſcape from rope or gun, 

Nay ſome have out liv'd the doctor's pill; 
Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 

That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. | 
The fly that ſips treavle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that taſtes, woman, woman, woman, 

He that taſtes woman, ruin mects. 


4 


SONG XIV. 


Tune, We ſun hail loos'd bis weary teams, &. 
Tux firſt time at the looking glaſs _ 
The mothers ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With felf-love ever aſter. 
Each time ſhe looks, ſhe, ſonder grown, 
Thinks ev'ry charm grows ſtronger : - 
But alas! vain maid, all eyes but your own, 
Can ſee-you.are not younger. 


S8 ON G XV, 
Tune, How happy are we, &c. 


Wurx you cenſure the age, 
Pe cautious and ſage, : 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould be: 
lf vou mention viee or bribe, 
Tis pat to all the tribe. | 
Each crics-«. That was levell'd at me. 
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SONG XVI. 
Tune, Londog Ladies. 


Ir you at an office ſolicit your FEA ; 
And would not have matters negledted; 

You mui! quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
To what his duty directed. 

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
he too has this palpable failing, 

The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevail:ng. 


SONG XVII. 
Tune, Packington's pound. 


Tnvs gameſters united in ſriendſhip are found; 
Tho' they know that their induſtry all is a cheat, 
They flock to the play at the dice-box's ſound, 
And join to promote one another's deceit; 
But if by miſnap 
They fail of a chap, 
To keep in their hands they each other entrap : 


Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends. 


SONG XVIII 
| Tune, Lillibulero. 


Tut modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out ſor what 7 can get. 
Tis true you find 
- Some friends ſo kind. 


Who will give you good counſel themſelves to defend. 


But 


» , 5 „ 


„ 
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In ſorrowful ditty, 
They promiſe; they pity, 
But ſhift you for money ſrom ſriend to friend. 


SONG XIX. 
Tune, Down in the north country, &c. 


WHAT gudgeons are we men, 
Kvery woman's eaſy prey, 
Thoagh we have felt the hook, agen 
We bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again he's elapt 
Within the wiry grate. 
SONG XX. 
OURSELVES, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muſt give up our gang: 
And good reaſon Ys 
Or inſteed of the fry, 


Ev'n Peachum and I, 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, hang 3 


Like poor Petty raſcals, might hang, 


s ON XXL 


Tune, Green Sleeves 

SINCE laws were made for cvery degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
I worder we han't better company 

Upon Tyburn tree! 
But gold from law can take out the ſting, 
And if rich men like us u ere to {wing, 
Two 1d thin the land, ſuch numbers to ſtring 

Upon Ty burn tree! 
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Axpno and his Cutty Gus, 


I. 
BLyrn, blyth, bly th was ſhe, 
Blyth was ſhe but and ben; 
And well due loo'd a Hawick gill, 
And leugh to ſee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and ſet me down. 
And heght to keep me lawing- free; 
But, cunning carlin that ſhe was, 
She gart me birle my bawbic. 
7+ 
_'We loo'd the liquor well enough; 
But wae's my heart my caſh was obs 
Before that I had quench'd my drowth, 
And laith I was to pawn my ſhoon, 
When we has three times tocm'd our loup, 
And the neiſt chappin new begun, 
In ſtarted, to heeze up our hope, 
Young Andro with his cutty gun. 
III. 
The carlin brought her kebbuck ben, 
With girdle-cakes well toaſted brown: 
Well does the canny kimmer ken, 
They gar the ſcuds gae glibber down. 
We ca'd the bicker aft about, | 
Till dawning we nc'er jee'd our bun, 
And ay the cleaneſt drinker out 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 
He did like ony mavis ſing, 
And as I in his oxter ſat, 
He ca'd me ay his bonny thing, 
Ard mony a ſappy kiſs I gat. 
I hae been eaſt, J hae been weſt, 
I hae been far ayont the ſun ; 
But the blytheſt lad that c*er I ſave 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 


/ 


W *' 


FA 
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SAILOR'S SONG. 


How happy are we, 
Now the wind is abaſt ; 

And the boatſwain he pipes ; 
Hawl both your ſheets aft, 
Steady, ſteady, ſays the maſter, 

It blows a freſh gale ; 
We'll ſoon reach our port, boys, 
If the wind does not fail, 
Then drink about Tom, 
Altho' the ſhip roll: 
Then drink about Tom, 
Altho' the ſhip roll: 
We'll ſave our rich liquor, 
We'll ſave, &c. : 
By ſlinging our bowl, 


A hundred Years hence. 
| J. 92 2 


Lr us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoice, 
With claret, canary, the oboe, and voice ; 
The changeable world to apr joys is unjuſt, 

Ard all plcaſure's ended when we arc in duſt. 

In mirth let us ſpend our ſpare hours and our pence, 
For we ſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence. 
| „ 

The butterfly eourtier, that pageant of ſlate, 
That mouſe- trap of honour, and may game of fate ; 
For all his ambition, his ſreaks, and his tricks, 
He muſt die like a bumpkin, and fall into Styx: 
His plot againſt death's but a ſlender pretence, 
| Who'd take his plice ſrem him a hundred yeers | 

hence ? | 
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. III. 
The beautiful hride, who with garlands is crown'd, 
And kills v each glance as the treads on the 
ground; 

Her glittfring dreſs does caſt ſuch a ſplendor, 

As if none were fit but the ſtars to attend her; 

Althoꝰ ſhe is pleaſant and ſweet to the ſenſe, 

She'll be terrible mouldy a hundred years hence, 

„ 

The right-hearted ſoldier, who's a ſtranger to fear, 

Calls up all his ſpirits when danger is near; 
He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
And hardily thinks it will ever remain; 

But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 
To flouriſh his ſtandard a hundred years hence. 

We. 

The merchant who ventures his all on the main, 
Not doubting to graſp what the Indics contain, 
He buzzes and buſtles like a bee in the ſpring. 
Yet knows not what harveſt the autumn will bring ; 
T ho? fortune's great queen ſhould load him with pence 
Hell nc'er reach the market a hundred years hence. 

3 
The rich bawling lawyer, who, by fools 1 
Can ſpin. out a ſuit to the end of a life; (trite, 
A ſait which the client does wear out in flavery, 
Whilit the pleader makes conſcience a cloak for his 
knavery ; | 
Tho? he boaſts of his cunning, and brags of his ſenſe, 
Hell be nor eft inventus a hundred years hence. 
VII. 

The pluſh- coated quack, who, his ſees to enlarge, 
Kills people by licence, and at their own charge; 
He builds up fair ſtructures with ill gotten wealth, 
By the dregs of a piſs-pot, and the ruins of health: 
By the treaſures of health he pretends to diſpenſe, 
He'll be turn'd into mummy a huudred years henec. 
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VIII. 
The meagre chopp'd uſurer, who in hundreds gets 
twenty, 
Zut ſtarves in his wealth, and pines in his plenty; 
Lays up for a ſcaion he never will ſee, 
The year of one thouſand eight hundred and three ; 
He muſt change all his houſes, his lands, and his 
rents, | 
For a worm-caten coffin a hundred years hence. 
IX 


The learned divine, with all his pretenſions 
To knowledge ſuperior, and heavenly manſions ; 


Who lives by the tythe of other folks labour, 
Vet expects that his bleſſing be receiv'd as a favour, 


Tho' he talks of the ſpirit and bewilders our ſenſe, 


Knows not what will come of him a hundred years 
| hercc. | 


X 


The poet himſelf who ſo loftily ſings, 
And ſcorns any ſubject but herocs and kings, 


Muſt to the capricio of fortune ſubmit; 
Which will make a fool of him in ſpite of his wit: 
Thus health, wealth and beauty, wit, learning and 
ſenſe, | ; 
Muſt all come to nothing a hundred years hence. 
n 
Why ſhould we turmoil then in cares and in fears, 
By eonverting our joys into ſighs and to tears? 
Since pleaſures abound let us ever be taſting, 
And to drive away ſorrow while vigour is laſting, 
We'll kifs the briſk damſels, that we may from 
thence ,* - | | 
Have brats to ſueceed us a hundred years hende. 
u 44805 NIL bod 1 1 
The true hearted ma ſon, who acts on the ſquare, 
And lives within compaſs by rules that are fair; 
Whilſt honour and conſcience approve all his deeds, 
As virtue and prudence direQs he proceeds, 
With friendſhip and love, diſcretion and ſenſe ; 
Leaves a pattern for brothers a llundred years hence. 
Vol. IV, Nn | 
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Jonvr Faa, the Gypſe Laddie, 


* 
Tux gypſies came to our good Lord's gate, 
And wow but they ſang ſweetly; 
They ſang Tae, ſweet, and ſac very complete, 
. That down came the fair lady, 
II. 
And ſhe came tripping down the ſtair, 
And a' her maids before her; 
As ſoon as they ſaw her well far'd face, 
They cooſt the glamer o'er her. 
III. 
Gae tak frac me this gae mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidic, 
For if kith and kin and a' had ſworn, 
PI follow the gypſie laddie, 
IV. 
Veſtreen I lay in a well made bed, 
And my good lord beſide me: 
This night I'll lie in a tenant's barn, 
Whatever ſhall betide me. 
V. 
Come to your bed, ſays Johny F a 
Oh come to your bed my des 
For I vow and ſwear by the hilt of my firord, 
That your Lord ſhall nac mair come ncar YE. 
VI. 
oe go to bed to my Johny Fan, 
Ui go to my bed to my Geary; 
For I vow and ſwear by what: -pait yeſtreen, 


That wy Lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 


VII. 
Py make a hap to my Johny Fa, 
And III make a hap to my deary, 
And he's get a' the coat gaes round, 
And my Lord ſhall nae mair come near me. 


+4 LS et Geet 
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VIII. 
And when our Lord came hame at cen, 
And ſpeired ſor his fair lady, 
The tane ſhe cry'd, and the other reply'd, 
She's away with the gypſie laddie. 
| IX. 
Gae ſaddle to me the black black ſteed, 
Gae ſaddle and make him ready; 
Before that I either cat or ſleep, 
Pll gae ſeek my fair lady. 
1 
And we were fifteen well made men, 
Altho? we were na bonny ; 
And we were a' put down for ane, 
A fair young wanton lady, _ 


| 


Old CHIRON, 


1 
Orp Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles, 
n tell thee, young gentleman, what the Fates 
will is. | 
You my boy muſt go 
(The gods will have it ſo) 
To the ſiege of Troy; 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be flain, 
II. 
Let not your noble courage be caſt down, 
But all the while you ly before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and he merry : 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 
Nna 
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Borrx and FrIEnD. 


I. 
Svx up all the delights 
This world does produce, 
The darling allurements 
Now chiefly in uſe, 
You'll find if compar'd, 
There's none can eontend 
With the ſolid enjoyments 
Of bottle and ſriend. 
II. 
For honour, for wealth, 
For beauty may waſte ; 
Theſe joys often fade, 
And rarely do laſt ; 
They're ſo hard to attain, 
And ſo eaſily loſt, 
That the pleaſure ne*cr anſwers 
The trouble and coſt. 
III. 
None but wine and true friendſhip 
Are laſting and ſure, 
From jealouſy free, 
And from envy ſecure ; 
Then fill all the glaſſes 
Until they run o'er, 
A friend and good wine 
Are the charms we adore, 


* 


Tune, Yellow-hair'd Laddie. 
3 
Ox Whitſunday morning 
I went to the fair, 
My yellow hair'd laddie 
Was ſelling his ware: 
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Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 
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He gied me ſick a blyth blink 
With his bonny black eye, 
And a dear blink and a fair blink 
It was unto me. 
. 
I wiſt not what ail'd me 
When my laddie came in, 
The little wee ſtarnies 
| Flew ay frac my cen; 
And the ſweat it dropt down - 
Frac my very eye-brie 
And my heart play'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 
T wiſt not what ail'd me, 
Wen l went to my bed, 
I toffed and tumbled, 
And ſleep frae me fled. 
Now its ſleeping and waking 
He is ay in'my eye ; 
And my heart play'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattic. 


Rocenr and DoLry. 


As Dolly was milking of the cows, 

Young Roger came tripping it over the plain, 

And made unto her moſt delicate bows, 

And then he.went tripping it back again; 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back again; 

My pretty ſweet Roger, come back againg © 
or it is your company that I do lack, 

Or elſe my poor heart will burſt in- twaln. 

I winna come back, nor I canna come back: 

I winnot, I cannot; no, no, not I: 

And if 'tis my company that you do lack, 

IM may lack. | it ng the day you dic. 
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Oh! do you not mind the curds and cream, 
And many a bottle of good March beer ? 
When you was going along with your team ? 
And then it was Dolly my own ſweet dear; 
But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, & 


The InvoCaTION. 


J. 


Ye powers that Ger mankind preſide, 


And pity human woes, 
My ſteps to ſome retirement guide 

That no diſturbance knows. 
. ce power 4, &e. 8 

| II. | 

There let my ſoul forget her pain, 
Reſtor'd to bliſsful peace again ; 
Nor e'cr reſign the calm retreat, 
To feel the ſorrows of the great, 
20 feel the ſorrows of the great. 


The Viadm's Choice. 


I. 
VI RGI, if e' er at laſt it prove 
My deſtiny to be in love, 

Pray wiſh me this good fate: 
May wit and prudence be my guide 
A a litle decent pride 

4 U 


actions regulate. 
If e' er T an amour commence, 
May it be with a man of ſenſe, 
And learned education; 
May all courtſhip eaſy be, 
Neither too formal, nor too ſret, 
But wiſcly ſhew his paſſion, 


9 
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III. 
May his eſtate be like to mine, 
That nothing look like a deſign 
Io bring us into ſorrow. 
Grant me but this that I have ſaid, 
And willingly I'll love a maid 
No longer than to-morrow. 


Still. he's the Man. 


I, 
Wnar woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 
Yet do all 1 can, 
I find I love him, and tho” he flies me, 
Still, fill he's the man. 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will ſwear: 
When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falſhood can ſcar? 
So when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still,—ſtill he's the man. 
II. 
T caught him once making love to a maid; 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd and he kiſs d me, then who cou'd upbraid 
So civil a man? 
The next day I found to a third he was kind; 
T rallied him ſoundly, he ſwore | was blind; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still,.—ſtill he's the man. 
. | 
All the world bids me beware of his art: 
I do what I can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
1 doubt he's the man! 
So ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than they can, 
He, fill is the man. 


* 


K. 


22 A COLLECTION 


An Olp Caren. 


Blxss Ines be wi' old Symon, 
For he made cans to many a one, 
And a good old man was he; 
And Jenkin, was his journeyman, 
And he cou'd tipple off ev'ry can: 
And thus he ſaid to me: 
To whom drink you, Sir Knave ? 
Turn the timber like the lave; 
Ho! jolly Jenkin, | 
I ſpy a knave in drinking; 
Come, troll the bowl to me. 


The Coprxn's Merits. 
Tune, Charming Sally. 


Or all the trades from caſt to weſt, 
The cobler's paſt contending, 

Is like in time to prove the beſt, 
Which every day is mending. _ 

How great his praiſe, who can amend. 
The ſoles of all his neighbours, 

Nor is unmindſul of his end, 


But to his laſt. he labours! 
The ConLrRr's Happineſs. 
Tune, Come let us prepare. 


LET matters of ſtate 
Diſquiet the great 
The cobler has nought to perplex him; 
Has nought but his. wife 
To ruffle his life. 
And her he ean ſtrap, if ſhe vex him. 


. 


Fr 
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Who practiſe the 
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II. 
He's out of the power 
Of Fortune, that whore, 
Since low as can be ſhe has thruſt him: 
From duns he's ſecure, 
For being ſo poor, 


There's none to be ſound that will truſt him. 


The Honourable Svrronr. 


I Hate the coward tribes, 

Who, by mean ſneaking bribes, 
By-tricks and diſguiſe, 
By flattery and lies, 

To power and grandeur riſe. 
Like heroes of old, 
Be ſtill greatly bold ; 


Let the ſword your cauſe ſupport ; 


Never learn to fawn, 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn | 

— 1 of eourts. 


Sxir, the Prime Mover. 


Tune, Hunt the Squirrel. 


TnE world is always jarring, 
This is purſuing 
T” other man's rum; 
Friends with friends are warring: 
In a falſe cowardly way, . 
Spurr'd on by emulations, 
2 are engaging 
alumny raging, 
Murders Moe, 
Envy keeps up the fray. 
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Thus, with burning heas, 


Each returning hate | 
Wounds and robs his friends 
in civil life ; 
Even man and wife 


Squabble for ſelfiſh ends. 


The Spotleſs Vikom. 
Tune, my deary, if thou die 


Punx as the new-fall'n ſnow appears 
The ſpotleſs virgin's fame ; 

Unſully'd white her boſom. bears 
As fair her form and fame ; 

But when ſhe's foil'd, her luſtre, greets 
The admiring eye no more; 

She ſinks to mud, defiles the ſtreets, 
And ſwells the common ſhore. 


WorTn of Winx. 
Tune, Let's be jovial. 


is wine that clears the underſtanding 


Makes men learn'd withouten books, 
It fits the general for, commanding, 
Ano gives ſogers fi reer looks. 
With a fa, la la la, &c. 
H. 
Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 
Heightens beauties of the fair: 
Truth from falſhood it diſ-overs, 
Quickens joys and conquers care. 
With a fa, la, la, la, &. 
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III. 

Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 

Fit us ſor all glorious things; 
When rais'd by Bacchus we aſpire 

At flights, above the reach of kings. 
With a fa, la, la, la, Be 
Bring in bonny magnums plenty, 

Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 
None to flinch till they empty, 

And full fifty toaſts gone round. 
With a fa la, la, la, &c. 


Wonrx Compar'd to Cnina. 
Tune, Pinks and Lilies. 


| I. 
A Woman's ware, like china, 
Now cheap, now dear is bought 

When whole, though worth a guinea, 
When broke's not worth a groat ; 

When whole, &c. | | 

IL 

A woman at St James's, 

With hundreds you obtain ; 
But ſtay till loſt her fame is 

Shell be cheap in Dury-lane, 
SBe ll be cheap, &c. | 


Slow. Men of LoxDox. 


8 id. 375 
Tarr were three lads in our town, 
Slow men of London : 
They courted a widow was bonny and brown, 
Yet they leſt her undone. 
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II. 
They often taſted the widow's chear, 
Slow men of London ; 
Yet the widow was never the near, 
For ſtill they leit her undone. 
III. 
They went to work without their tools, 
Slow men of London; 
'The widow ſhe ſent them away like fools, 
Becauſe they left her undone, , 
: IV. 
Blow, ye winds, and come down, rain, 
Slow men of London : 
They never ſhall woo this widow again, 
Becauſe they left her undone, 


FoLLow your LEADER. 


To the foregoing Tune. 


Tux manners of the great affect; 


Stint not your pleaſure : 

If conſcience had their genius checkt, 
How got they treaſure ? | 

The more in debt, run in debt the more, 
Careleſs who is undone : 

Morals and honeſty leave the poor, 
As they do at London, | 


The Piitp and PolrriciAx Parallels. 


Tune, '7 was within a kk of Edinburg! town, 


Ix pimps and politicians 
The genius is the ſame : 
Both raiſe their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſhame : 
With a tongue well tipt with lies _ 
Each the want of parts ſupplies ; 
And with a heart that's all diſguiſe | 
Reeps bis ſhores e 


UH 
A 
1 
A 
H 
1, 


228982 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


Seducing as the devil, 
They play the tempter's part, 
And have, when molt they're civil, 
Moſt miſchicf's in their heart. 
Fach a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts, and then connives, 
And by his neighbour's vices thrives, 
For they are all his own. 


PyrILAx Dr and AMORET. 


| T. 
Wuxx gay Philander fell a prize 
To Amoreta's conqu'ring eyes, 
He took his pipe, he ſought the plain, 
Regardleſs of his growing pain; 
And reſolutely bent to wreſt 
The bearded arrow ſrom his breaſt. 
Come, MEN'S gales, the ſhepherd cry'd, 
Be Cupid and his bow defy'd; 
But as gales obſcquious flew, 
With flow'ry ſcents and ſpicy dew, 
He did unknowingly repeat, 
7 he oats E Amoret is ſweet. 
II. 

His pipe again the ſhepherd try'd, 
And warbling nightingales reply'd ; 
Their ſounds in rival meaſures move, 
And meeting echoes charm the grove: 
His thoughts that rov'd again * 
The voice of Amoret is ſweet, 
Since every fair and lovely view 
The thoughts of Amoret renew, 
From flow'ry lawn and ſhady green 
To proſpect gloomy change the ſcene : 
Sad change for him! for ſighing there, 
He thought of lovers in derpair. 

Vor. IV. . O 0 - 
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Convine'd the ſad Philander cries, 
Now, cruel god, aſſert thy prize; 
For love its fatal empire gains, 
Vet grant in pity to my pains, | 
Theſe lines the nymph may oft repeat, 
And own Philander's lays arc ſwect. 


The Wir and the Brau. 
Tune, Bright Aurelia. 


| 3 
Wirn every grace young Strephon choſe 
His perſon to adorn, 
That by the beauties, of his face 
In Sylvia's love he might find place, 
And wonder'd at her 8 
With bows and ſmiles he did his part, 
But oh! 'twas all in yain ; 
A youth leſs fine, a youth of art, 
Had talk'd himſelf into her heart, 
And would not out * 
III.. 
With change of habits Strephon an 
And urg'd her to admire; 
His love alone the other dreſs'd, 
As verſe or proſe became it beſt, 
And mov'd her ſoft deſire. 
IV. 


This found, his courtſhip Strephon os I 


Or makes it to his glaſs ; 
There in himſelf now ſeeks amends, 
Convine'd that where a wit pretends, 
A b:au is but an als. 


The Nunsx's Song. 
Tune, Yellow Stockings. 
I 
Hzy ! my kitten, a kitten, 
Hey my kitten, a deary ; 
Such a ſweet pet as this, 
Is neither far nor neary: 
Here we go up, up, up; 


Here we go down, down, downy; 
Here we go backwards and forwards, 


And here we go round, round, roundy. 


Chicky, cuckow, my lily cock ; 
See, ſee, fic a downy 3. * 
Gallop a trot, trot, trot, 
And hey for Dublin towny. 
This pig went to the market; 
Squeek mouſe, mouſe, mouſy ; 
Shoe, ſhoe, ſhoe the wild colt, 
And her thy own dol douſy. 

Re - 
Where was a jewel and petty, 
Where was a Tugar and ſpicy ; 
Huſh a baba in a cradle, 
And we'll go abroad in a triey, 
Did-a papa torment it ? 
Did. e vex his own baby? did-e? 
Huſh a baba in a boſie; Be tots 
Take ous own lucky 3 D 
IV. 

Good - morrow, a pudding is broke; - 
Slavers a thread o“ cryſtal, 
Now the ſweet poſſet comes up; 
Who ſaid my child was piſs'd all? 
Come water my chickens, come clock, 
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Leave. off or he'll crawl you, be Þ craw! vou; & 
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Come, gie me your hand, an III beat him z 
Wha was it vexed my baby ? 
V. 
Where was a laugh and a craw.; 
Where was, was a gigling honey: 
Goody, good child ſhall be fed, 

But naughty child ſhall get non). 
Set ye gone, raw-hcad and bloody-bones .. 
Here is a child that wont fear ye. 

Come piſſy, piſſy, my jewel, 
And ik, ik ay, * deary. 


The Macrie. 


I, 
Goon W draw near, 
A ſtory ye's hear, 3 
A A ſtory both pleaſant and true; 
Which happened of late, 
And's not out of date ; 
I am going to tell it to you. 
II. 


It was of an old cobler, 
Who ſoaPd ſhoes at Dubler, | ; 
And lov'd to drink the juice of good barley ; 
And then with his wife, 
As dear as his liſe, 
When drunk, he lov'd for to parte. 
Il. 
This cobler, they ſay, 
Being drunk on a day, 
His wiſe ſhe did arm end chat; 
This cobler, they fay, - 
Did thraſh her that day, 
And ery'd, What a 1 Pon ye be at? 
Sr I . | 


He had a magpie, 
That was very (ly, 
And us'd for to murmur and chat; 
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Who ſoon got the tone, 
Betore it was lang, 
Of, What a pox wad 1 be at? 
And this magpie, 
Who was ſo very fly, 
He into a meeting-houſe gat; 
And as the old parſon 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, What a pox N be at ? 


The parſon ſurpris'd, 
Did lift up his eyes: 
Now help us, pray, Father, in need: 
For Satan, I fear, 
Does viſit us here; 
So help us, pray Father, with 1 
VII. 
The parſon again, 
Began to explain 
To thoſe around him that far ; 3 
But Magpie indeed | 
Flew over his head, 
And cry'd, What a pox wad ye be at? 
VIII. s 1 
Then the parſon did ſkip 
Fire yards at a leap, 


From his pulpit quite down to the floor z. 


And left every ſaint 
Quite ready to faint, 
Leaping out of the meeting · houſe doors 
IX. 
Then ſome without hats, 
And ſome without hoods, 
Then out of the meeting houſe gat; 
And Magpie happ'd after, 
Which auſed much laughter, 
Crying, What a pox wad ye be at? 
| O 0 3 
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| X. 
Then a ſanctiſy'd ſoul, 
Who thought to controul, An 

Look'd Magpie quite full in the face, 

Said, Satan, how dare | Fil 
You thus to appear 
In this our ſanQuſy'd place ? 25 
XI. | | 
But Magpic he pranc'd, | 
| | He ſkipp'd and he danc'd, V 
| And out of the mecting-houfe gat ; D 
And all the way long,. 
He kept up his ſong, 
Vi. ws a pox wad ye be at ?: 


A good Excuſe for DMKN. 


Urn ip me not, capricious fair, 
With drinking to exceſs ; 
1 ſhoiild not want to drown deſpair; - 
Were your indifference leſs 770 
Love me, my dear, and you ſhalt find, | 
When thus excuſe is gone, | : 
"That all my bliſs when Chloe's kind 
Is fix'd on her alone. 
| The god of wine the vidory | 
1 Io beauty yields with joy; 
5 For Bacchus only drinks lice n me, 


When Ariadne's coy. 
Masox's Song. | 
Tune, Leave off pour fooliſh prating. 
I. 


Wr have no idle prating 
Of cicher Whig or Tory, 


' OF CHOICE SONGS. 


But each agrees 
To live at caſe, 
And ſing, or tell a ſtory. 
CHORUS, 
Fill to him to the brim ; 

Let it round the table roll ; 
De divine tells you, wine 
Chears the body and the ſoul. 
| II. 
| We will de men of pleaſure, 
Deſpiſing pride or party; 
| Whilſt knaves and fools 

Pretcribes us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty. 
Fill to him, &c. 
III. 


If any are fo fooliſh 
To whine tor courtiers favour, 
We'll bind him o'er 
To drink no more, 
Till he bas a better favour. 
Fill to him, &c. 
IV. 


If an accepted maſon 
Should talk of high or low church 
We'll ſet him down 
A ſhallow crown, _ 
And underſtanding no * 
| Fill to him, &c, 
\' 
The world is all in darkneſs: 
About us they conjeQure ; 
But little think 
A ſong in drink 
Sueceeds the maſon's r 
Full 20 him, &c. 
VI. | 
Then, landlord, bring a hogſlic ad, 
And in the corner place it; 
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Till it rebound 
With hollow ſound, 5 
Cach maſon here ſhall face. it. 
Fill to him, &c. 


The Frugal Main. 
I; 


11 am a poor maiden forſaken, Ix 
Yet I bear a contented mind ; 
I am a poor maiden forſaken, 
Yet I'll find another more kind: 
For altho' I be forſaken, 
Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne*er was ſo ill provided, 


But I'd two'r three ſirings to my bow. 
. 8 4 


I own that once I lov'd him, 
But his ſcorn I cou'd never:endure ;- 
Nor yet to that height of perfection, 
For his (lights-to love lum the more. 
Ion he was very engaging, 
Yet this I would bave vou:;to know, 
I ne'er was ſo ill provided. 
But I'd two'r three rings to my bow. 
III.õ 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 
And are unto loving inelin'd, 


Men's minds they are ſubject to changing, 


And wavering lise the wind; 
Each object creates a new fancy: 
Then this l would have you to do; 
Be caſy and free, and take pattern by me, 


And keep two'r three ſtrings to your bow. 
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OF CHOICE SONGS. 


Damox's Picture of Cz114. 
Tn Down the burn, Davie. 


I. 
Ass1sT your vot'ry, friendly Nine, 
Inſpire becoming lays ; 
Cauſe Celia's matchleſs beauty ſhine, 
Till heaven and earth ſhall blaze. 
She's pleaſant as returning light, 
Sweet as the morning-ray, 
When Fhœbus quells the ſhades of night 
And brings the * day. 
"Zh 
Her graceful ſorchead's wondrous fir, | 
As pureſt air ſerene ; 
No gloomy paſſion riſing there, 
O'ercaſt the peaceful ſcene : 

Her ſmall bright eye-brows finely bend, 
Tranſport darts from her eyes; 
The ſparkling diamond they tranſcend, 

Or ſtars which gem the ſkies, 
III. 
A riſing bluſh of heavenly dye 
O'er her fair check Nill glows ; 
Her ſhining locks in ringlets lic, 
Well ſhap'd and ſiz'd her noſe ; 
Her ſmiling lips are lovely red, 
Like roſes newly blown ; 
Her iv'ry teeth (for moſt part hid) 
You'd wiſh for ever ſhown. 
TY. 
Her ſnowy neck and breafls like glaſs, 
Or poliſh'd marble ſmooth, : 
That nymph in beauty far ſurpaſs 
Who fir'd the Trojan youth; 
Her ſlender waiſt, white arm and hand, 
Juſt ſymmetry does grace : 
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What's hid from theſe (if you demand) 
Let lively fancy trace. 
V. 


A ſprightly and angelic mind 
Reigns in this comely frame, 


With decent eaſe, acts unconfin'd, 


Inſpires the whole like flame: 
Minerva or Diana's ſtate, 
With Venus? ſoftneſs join'd, 


Proclaim her goddeſs, meant by Fate, 


Love's rightful queen delign'd. 
VI 


Good gods ! what raptures fire my foul! 
How flutters my fond heart! 
When tender glaces art controul, 
And love ſuppreſs'd impart. 
Propitious pow'rs, make Celia mine, 
Complete my dawning bliſs; 
At monarch's pomp L' not repine, 


Nor grudge their happincls 


The New Licur. 


13 
CxLiA, now my heart hath broke 
The bond of your ungentle yoke, 
Diffolv'd the fetter of that chain. 
By which I ſtrove fo long in vain: 
May I be lighted if I &er 
Am caught again within your mare · 
Am 2 &c. 1 


In vain you ſpread your <P rous net, 
In vain your wily ſnares. are {ct ; 
The bird ean nom your arts. eſpy, 


And arm'd with caution, from them ſly : 


Some hecdleſs ſwain your prey may be, 


But ſure you're too well known to me. 
But ſure, &e. 


OF CHOICE SONGS. 


III. 
I with contempt can now deſpiſe 
The treach'ruus follies of your eyes, 
And with contempt can fit and hear 
You prattle nonſenſe half a year, 
And go away as littl mov'd 
As you vas lately when I lov'd, 
As you was, &e. 

IV. 


I wonder what the plague it was 
That made me ſuch a ſtupid aſs, 

To fancy ſuch a noble grace 

In your language, mein, and face, 
Where now I nothing more can find 
Than what I ſce in all your kind, 
Than what, &c. 
Xs V. 

Thus when the drouſy god of ſleep, 
Upon our wearied fancies creep, 
Some headleſs piece of image riſe, 
By fancy ſorm'd delude our eyes; 
But ſoon as e'er the god of day 
Appears, they faint and dic away. 
Appears, they, &c. 


The FIcR ILE Fix'd, 


I. 

Mr love was fickle once and changing, 

Nor e'er would ſettle in my heart; 
From beauty {till to beauty ranging, 

la ev'ry place I found a dart. 

II. N 

Twas firſt a charming ſhape enſlav'd me, 

An eye that gave the fatal ſtroke, 
Till by her wit Corinna ſav'd me, 
And all my former ſetters l roke. 
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III. 
But now a long and laſting anguiſh 
For Belvidera I endure ; 
Hourly I ſigh, and hourly languiſh, 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure. 
IV. 
For here the ſalſe inconſtant lover, 
After a thouſand beauties ſhown, . 
Does new ſurpriſing charms diſcover, 
And finds yariety in one. 


EXPLA« 


EXPLANATION - i 


SCOTS WORDS. 


* all 
Abeit, albert 

Aboon, above 
Ae, one 
Af, of 
Aſten, often 
Aik, oak 
Ain, own 
Aith, oath] 
Air, early 
Ajce, a/ide 
Alane, alone 
*Amailt, almoſt 
Ambry, cupboard 
Ane, one 
Anither another * 
Awa' away 
Auld, odd 
Ayont, beyond 


5 

A', bal} 
Baith, both 

Bane, Bone 

Bannocks, oat-bread 

Baps, roll. bread 

Bawm, balm 

Bauk, Zaulł 


Dent, the open fields > 


© Bigg, Owild 


| Blink, glance of the eye 


OF THE 


Bedrals, beadles 

Beet, to Belp or repair 
Bend, to drink 
Benniſon, bleſſing 


Bewirch, /omewbat inthe 
mean time 


Birks, birch 


Billy, brother 
Binging, Becking, bead- 
in 
Blate, ba/b/ud 
Blaw, b/aw 7 
Bleeze, blaze | 


Blutter, blunder 

Bode, predict 

Bodin, fored 

Bot or But, without 
Bougils, /ounding horns 
Bountith, a gratuity 
Bowt, à bolt 

Brachen, a fort of broth, ' 
Brac, ing. ground 
Brankit, primm d up 
Braid, broad 
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Brandir, a grindiron 
A. 


EXPLANATION OF 


Braw, finely dreſſed 

Broach, a buckle 

Brack, broken parts or 

refuſe | 

Brow, tbe forehead 

Bruik, to love or enjoy 

Bught, /heep-fold 

Rurniſt, po/r/hed 

Burn, a rivulet 

Buſk, to deck 

But and ben, be out and 
be in 

Byer, a cow-houſe, 


C 
A?, call 
LA Cadgie, chearful 
Catf, calf, Id chaff, 
Canna, cannot 
Canker'd, angry 
Canny, cautious, tucky 
Carlings, old women, Id. 
boiled peaſe * 
Cauld, cold 
Cauler, cob, freſh 
Ca k, chalk 
Clag. failing or im perſec- 
| tion | 
Clat, a rate 
Claichs, c/oaths 
Claſhes, zzttle tattle 
| Clock, à Beetle 
Cockernony, the hair 
bound up 
Cod, a pillow 
Coft, bought | 
Cogg, a wooden diſb 
Coof, a blockbead 
Cocts, Joint of the ancle , 


Courchea or Curtchee, 
a handkerchief 
Crack, to boaſt 
Creel, baſket or Bamper 
Crocks, lan ſheep 
Croft, corn-land 
Crouſe, br:/#, bold 
Croudy-moudy, a fort of 
gruel 
Crummy, a cow's name 
Cunzic, coin. 
D 
Affin, ly, 
wantonneſs 
Daft, mad, fooliſh 
Dawt, /ondly careſi 


Dight, 20 wrpe 


Dinna, do no: 
Ding, beat 
Dool, trouble 
Doſend, frozen, cold 
Dorty, haughty 
Dow, can Id. dove 
Downa, cannot 
Dowf, /prritle/5 
Doughtna, could not 
Dowy, weary, lonely 
Drant, to ſpeak flow 
Dramock, cold gruel 
Drap, drop | 
Dining, decaying 
Dunting. beating 
Dulce and tangle, /ca- 
plants 

Durk, a dagger. 

E 


Ard, earth 
Een, eyes 
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Eeild, age 

Lith, eaſy 
Elding, fuel 
Eem, cou/rn 
Ettle, am 
Eydent, diligent. 


F 
A', fall 
Fadge, a coarſe ſort 
of roll bread 
Fae, foe 
Fand, found 
Fangle, Newfangle, fond 
of what's new 
Farles thin oat cakes, 
Faſh, trouble 
Fauſe, /al/e 
Faut, cult 
F ee, Wages 
Feirs, brothers 


THE SCOTS WORDS. 


Gaberlunzie awallet that 
Bangs on the fideor lom 

Gae, gave, Id. go 

Gane, gone 

Gar, make or cauſe 

Gawſy, Jolly, large 

Gate, way 


Gawn, going 

Gawd, gall d. Id. goad 

Gawky, empty, ſooliſt 

Gawnt, to yawn 

Geck, to flout and feen 

Genty, /mall and neat 

Gin and gif, af 

Glaive, a /word 

Glaikit, zd/e and rompiſb 

Glee, joy 

Gleed, ſquinting 

Glen, a hollow between 
hills 

Gloyd, an old horſe 


Fendy, active, induſtrious Glowr, to. fare 


Fenzie, fam 


Ferley, wonder 


Gowk, the cowtow Id. a 
fool 


Fey, attended by a fatality 2 handfel 


Flee, fy  -- 
Flouks, founders 


Flyte, to /cold 

Fog, mo/s 

F ore, to the fore, in be- 
ing or laſiing 

Fourth, plenty 

Frae, from 

Fraſing, babbling with a 
fooliſb wonder 


Fou', or ſu' full. 
2 


Ab, the mouth 5 
Gabocks, /arge 
mceuthfus 


Jraip, to grope, Id. a tre- 


dent fork for dung 
Graith, accoutrements 
Groats. /&;nned outs, 
Gutcher, grandfe al her. 


H 
A', Ball 
Hae, Have 
Hat, Ba, 


Hagies a boiled pudding 
made of a ſheep's pluck 


minced with ſewet 
Halucket, ige. Bendel, 
Dinge. 
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EXPLANANATION OF 


Hale, whole Kebuck, a chee/e 
Haly, &oly Keck, peep 
Hame, {ome Ken, 4now 


Hames and Brechoms, Kepp, to catch 
wore about the neck of Kilted, tweked up 


a cart bor ſe Kirn, cbira 
Hawſe, embrace Kimmer, a he-gofip 
eeſe, to 4% | Kirtle, aper perticoat 
Hecht, promiſed Kurchie, harkerchef, 
Heugh, any ſteep place 
Hodle, to waddle in walk. - LL 
ing Ag, to fall behind 
Hoden, coarſe cloth Laigh, /ow 
Hows, hollows r Lane, own /elf 
Howms, valleys on river Laith, /oath 
Ades. Lapperd, eruddled 
| Law, ow 
Ty Lawty. Juſtice 


Ee, to zee back and a- Lave, the 7er 

gain, the motion of Lee, fallow ground 
| a balance Leelome, lovely 
Ill-fard, 2- favoured, or Lecle me, @ proſed v/ed 


ugly when one loves, Or 7 
Ilka, each pleaſed with a perſon 
Ilka. every Lzil, exact 
Ingle. fire Leu oh, lang bed 

Jo, ſweet- heart, Lib, to geld 
| Jouk, to bow Lilt, a tune 

Hk, wearzed or tired Lindan, to move quickly 
Irie, afraid of ghofts Loor, rather 

Iſhogles, zcicles Loos, loves 

Ue, L. Dall Leun, a fly ker 
lther, other. | Lout, to Bou 

| | Lowan, flaming 
K | Lown, calm 


Airn, or cairn, Berne Lucken, gathered toge- 

of monumental ſtones ther, or cloſe join'd t9 
Kail, coleworts, Id. broth one another 
Kaim, comb Lyart, boary or greys 
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M Neiſt, next 
Alk a mate Nither. Aarve or prick 
Mair, f Nowther, neither. 


Mailt, moſt 
Makina, 2c matters not 


Main, mern E, * { 
Mareh, limits or border of () Ony, any A | 
grounds  Owrlay, cravat 4. 
Marrow, match | Owſen, oxen | 
Maun mr/t Oxter, arm pit. 4 
Mawking, a Bare 1 
Mavis, a thrut/b . NE þ 
Meikle or muckle, much Antry, a buttery © 
Meiſe, move Pat, put 
Mends, revenge Partars, crab fi 
Menſe, mauuers, Id. to Pawky, cunning 
decorate Paunches, tripe 
Menzie, a company or re- Peat-pot, peat coal pit 
tinue Pibroch, a Highland tune | 
Milſy, a ſearch for mils Pickle, a mal! foare 8 
Mint, attempt Pig. e Ho 
Minny, mother Pillar, /fout of 2 
Mirk, dark Pinc, pain 


Mons- meg, a very large Vith, ftrength 
iron cannon inthe caſtle Plet, to fold Id. twift 
of H.dinburgh, capable Poortith, poverty 
of bold:ng two people. Pou or pu, well 


Mou, mouth Poulowdy, ram beaded ſoup 
Moup. to eat as wanting Prig, baggle 

teeth Prive, 20 prove or tafte. 
Meuter, the miller“s toll 
Muck, dung R 
Muches, linnen quofs or Air, roar 

hoods. | Raſhes, ruſhes 

Red up, put in order 
N Renzie, rein 


N'“, and Nae, no, Rever, robber 


none Nanc, none Ritarts, radi ſbes 


Nees, noſe -Rife, plenty 


EXPLANATION OF 


Riggs, ridges Snack, ſmart 

Row, ro! | Snaw, /now 

Riggs, ridges Sneift, to /aarl 

Row, Roll Snithing, /auff 

Rowth, wealth Snood, a Bead band 

Rude, cro/s Snug, convenient, neat 
 Runkled, wrink/ed Sodden, borted 

Rung, a club Sonſy. fortunate. jolly 


Ruſe or rooſe, t praiſe. Sowens, a kind of ſowered 
Fog. greul, boiled like paſte 


8 Soum of ſheep 20 
Ae, % Spake, /pote 
Saft, // Speer to aft 
Sair, /ore Spelding. dried white fiſh 
Sawt, alt Stane, Hone 1 
Seim. appearance Starns ars 
Sell, /elf Steek, Mut | 
Sey, try © Stend, Hall. Baſtily 
Shanna, all not Stirk, a young bullock 


Shangy-mouth'd, or ſhe- Stoup, a prop 
vilgabbit, he mouth Strac, flraw 
much to the one fide. Strcek, ſlretch 


Sharn, cow. dung Stenzic, to fin 
Shaw, ow. Id. a woody Swats, ſmall ale 

bank _ Sweer, unwilling, lazy 
Shoo, a Hoe Zwither, zu doubt 
Shoon hoes Seybows, young onions 
Shore, to threaten Syne, then. 
Shire thin | F 
A ſhire lick, a /mart ſelloto Ae, toe 
Sic or fick, ach Tald, told 
Sican, /uch an one Taiken, token 
Sin or ſyne, /ucb Tane, talen Id. the one 
Sindle. ſeldom Tap, top 
vinſyne, /ince that time Taulk. talk 
Skair, Hare Thac, tho/e 
Skaith, Barm, lofs Tent, 91ce 
Skink, rong, ſoup Theyſe, they ſhall 


Sma', ſnall T hole, to juffer 
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Thowleſs, /prritle/s Wee, /ittle 


Thud, noz/e of a ſtroke Weind, th:ugbt 
Tine, /o/e eirs, Wars 
Tint, loſt Wha, whs 


Titter, rather 


Whang, a large cut 
Tocher, dowry 


Whatrecks, what ate 


Tooly, fight, contend it 
Todlen, a rolling fbort Whilk, which 
Rep Whinging. whining 
Touzle, to rue Whiſht, bo/d pur peace 
Trig, neat Whillywha, à cheat cr bite 
Trow, believe Wilks, periwin#/es 
Triſte, appointment Win or wor, dwelt? 
Twin, to part from. Winna, wil wt 
W Winſome, Band ame 
Ad, would Wiſt, Lu 
Wae, woe Witherſhins, to move cr: 


Wale, to chuſe, the choice trary 
Waen, cid Woo, weo/ 
Wallowit, faded or with- Wood, mad 


ered Woody, a with 
Wan, pale, Id. won Wow ! wonder/ul ! Id. ob? 
Wallop, gallop Wylie, cunnng 
Wame, womb, belly Wyſon, te gullet 
Ware, beſtow Wyte, te blame 
War, wor/e Unco, very range. 
Wat, #now | | 
Waws, walls . 


Wauk, walk Id. wake Ad, a mare 


Wakerife, not inclined to Yeſe. yp: hal? 
 fleep Yern, defire 
Wear in, bem in Yeſtrecn, ge nig. 
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an Elegant Portrait of the Author, in 2 large vols. 8vo, ? 
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5 Hore Solitariæ, or Eſſays upon ſome remarkable Names | 
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New Teſtament, and Declarative of his Eſentia! Divi- l 

nity and Gracious Offices in the Salvation of men. By | 

the author of the Chriſtian Remembrancer, &c. Third i 

Edition, neatly printed in 2 large vols. 8vo, 16s boards. 
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tion, with a ſrontifpiece, 6d ſtitched. 

12 Macgown's Looking Glaſs, for the Profeſſors of Religion ; 
conſiſting of 7 Tracts on Practical Subjects, a new edi- 
tion, 24mo. 2s boards. 

13 Macgowan's Life of Toſeph the Son of Iſrael, in eight 
Books, chiefly deſigned to allure Young Minds to a 
Love of the Sacred Scriptures, third edition, corrected, 
with a frontiſpiece, 2s boards, or on finer paper, larger 
ſize, 3s. boards. 

14 The above Works of Rev. Fohn PO TINY all uniformly 
done up, in 5 vols. boards, coloured backs, &c. 10s. 
or bound in ſheep 12s 6d, or calf, elegantly gilt, &c. 
I 68. 

15 Afembly's Shorter Catechiſm, with Scripture Proofs, neat 
{mall edition, bound in leather, 6d. 

16 Befton's (Rev. Thomas ) View of the Covenant of Grace, 
trom the Sacred Records, large print, 8vo. 5s bound. 

17 Boſton's Human Nature in its Fotrfold State, large print, 

| 8vo. 7s bound. 

18 Beweridge's Bp. Private Thoughts upon Religion, i in 2 
parts 18th edition, with the Life and Portrait of the 


Author, fine paper, I 2mo, 3s 6d boards. 
N. B. This Excellent Work comprizes a little Body of Divinity, 
Doctrinal, Practical, and Experimental, and is uſeful for all families. 


19 Baxter's Rev. Richard) Saints Everlafling Reſt, a- 
bridged by B. Fawcett, A. M. eighth edition, neatly 
printed on ine Paper Wat: rtrait, 12mo 3s 6d boards. 
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20 Baxter's Call to the Unconverted, a new and complete 
edition, uniform to the above, 12mo, 1s 6d boards, or 
2s bound—in calf 2s 8d. 

21 Brooke's ( Rev. Thomas ) Apples of Gold for Young Men 
and Women, a new and neat edition, fine paper, 18mo, 


28s bound. 


This is an Inſtructive and Entertaining Volume, abounding with 
many Juſt and Striking Remarks, calculated to impreſs the heart and 
lead the mind to the contemplation of Divine Things, &. ide 
Evang. Mag. March, 1803. 


22 Brooke's Mute Chriſtian under the Smarting Rod, with 
Sovereign Antidotes for every Caſe, a new edition re- 
viſed, with a Recommendatory preface by Rev. Mr. 
Ball, Jewry Street, neatly printed in 18mo, 1s 6d 
boards, or 2s bound. 

23 Brook's Precious Remedies againſt * Satan's Devices, a 
new edition, corrected, 18mo, 2s bound. 

24 Brown's (Rev. John) Scripture Metaphors, 12mo, 3s 
boards, or bound 3s 6d and 4s. 

25 Bunyan*'s Doctrine of the Law and Grace unfolded, 
Imo, 2s bound. 

26 Bunyan' s Grace abounding, with his Life and Death, a 
neat edition, I8mo, Is boards, or Is 3d bound. 

27 Bunyan's Phariſee and Publican, being a Diſcourſe on 
Prayer, &c. a neat edition, 18mo, Is 6d bound. 

28 Booth's Reign of Grace, the seventh cdition, large print, 
fine paper, 12mo, 3s boards, or bound 3s 6d and 46. 

29 Clarks (Dr. Sam.) Collection of the Promiſes of Scrip- 
ture, fine paper, 12mo, 3s boards, or with the Life — 8 
Chriſt, 3s 6d. 

30 Doddridge's (Dr. Philip) Riſe and Progrefs of Religion 
in the Soul, a new fine edition, with portrait, 3s bound, 
and 3s 6d and 4s. 

31 Doddridge's 10 Sermons on the Power and Grace of 
Chriſt, and on the Evidences of his- Glorious Goſpel, 
neat edition, 18mo, common paper, e 2s 6d 
bound. 


32 Doddridge's 7 Sermons to Young People, neat pocket e- 


dition, with e Is 3d boards, or 1s 6d and 2s 6d 
bound, 

33 Doddridgee 8 of Chriflianity briefly ſtated, and 
the New Teſtament proved to be Genuine, in 3 Ser- 


mons, neat pocket edition, with the Author's portrait, 
1s 3d boards, or 1s 6d bound, 
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34 The Works of Dr. Doddridge, in 5 vols common, 11 15s 
Ditto royal fine paper, vols I to 5 at 8s 6d each. 
N. B. To be completed in 10 Volumes. | 
35 Erkine's (Rev. Ralph) Goſpel Sonnets, beſt London e- 
dition, with plates, and Life of the Author, 4s common 
paper, and 5s fine, bound. 
36 Evan's (Dr. John) Sermons on the Ghriſlian Temper, 
new edition, with his Life, by Dr. Ereliue, 2 vols. 
1 2mo, 8s. boards. 
37 FlavePs (Rev. Fohn) Treatiſe on the Soul of Man, belt 
fine edition, with Portrait, 8 , 5s. boards 
38 FlavePs Myſtery of Providence, as it paſſes through the 
the courſe of Man's Life, 12mo, with frontiſpiece, 28 
> Round: +: | : 
39 Flavel's Navigation Spiritualized, neat edition, with the 
head of the Author, 2s boards, or 2s 6d bound. 
40 Flave's Token for Mourners, 12mo, Is 6d bound. 
41 Flavels - Keeping the Heart and Searching the Heart, 
2 Treatiſes, neat edition, with portrait, 2s 6d boards, 
or 3s and 3s 6d bound. 


There are few writings of a more uſeful tendency than thoſe of Mr. 
FLAvrr's; his ſprightly remarks, his warm addreſſes to the heart, his 


judicious quotations from ancient writers, and his juſt and practical in- 


ferences, render his works ti uly valuable and inſtructive. Io thoſe who 

have a ſpiritual taſte, who defire to be acquainted with their own hearts, 

who are anxious to know their real ſtate, and are looking for evidences 
of grace, theſe Treatiſes will be exceedingly acceptable. ite Evang. 

Mag. Sept. laſt. | 

42 Female Pilgrim, or the Travels of Hephzibah, under the 
Similitude of a Dream, by John Mitchel, 2d edition, 
with plates, 8vo, 7s bound, 

43 Farmer's (Hugh) General Prevalence of the Worſhip of 
Human Spirits, in the ancient Heathen Nations, aſſerted 
and proved, thick 8vo, 7s boards. 

44 Farmer on Miracles, 8vo, 6s boards. 

45 Fleming's ( Rev. Robert ) Divine Right of the Revolution, 
{cripturally and rationally evinced and applied, 8vo, Is. 

46 Fleming's Diſcourſe concerning Earthquakes, 8vo, Is 6d 
ſlewed. , a 

47 Ditto. The above 2 pieces of Mr. Fleming's, and his 

Apocalyptica Key, an extraordinary Diſcourſe on the 
Riſe and Fall of Popery, &c. &c. with his portrait, 
&c. all done up in 1 vol. boards, labelled on the back, 
48 6d. 
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48 Fiſter's Young Man's Beſt Companion, 12mo, - 28 6d 
bound. 
49 Fenning's New and Eaſy Guide to Algebra corrected an 


enlarged by W. Davis, 12mo, 4s bound. 
50 Fleury's Short Hiſtory of the Ancient [ſraelites with an ae- 
count of their Manners, Cuſtoms, Laws, Polity, Re- 
ligion, &c. a work of the greateſt Utility to all thoſe 
who read the Bible, &e. tranſlated from the French, 
vnd corrected and enlarged by Adam Clarke, 8vo, 4s 
Viacyards. 
N. N This is particularly recommended to be put into the bands of every 
young perſon by BisHor HoRNE—FVide his Sermons, vol. 2. 
51 Dr GilPs 2 Sermons, the Sure Performance of Prophecy, 
and the Glorious State of the Saints in Heaven, 8vo, 
Is ſtitched. | | 
52 Gibbon's ( Dr.) Hidden Life of a Chriſtian, exemplified 
in the Diary, Meditations, and Letters of a Young 
Miniſter, 3d edition, 2s bound. 


33 Guy's Miſcellaneous Selections or the Rudiments of Uſe- 


ful Knowlege, from the firſt authorities, deſigned for 
Senior Scholars in Schools, and young perſons in Ge- 
neral, 2d edition, a thick 12mo, 5s bound, or 6s elegant 
for preſents. 

5% Hebrew Grammar, compiled from ſome of the moſt con- 
fiderable Grammars, and particularly adapted to 
Bythner's Lyra Prophetica, new edition, corrected and 
enlarged by Mr. Yeates, of All Souls College, Oxford, 
with an elegant engraving of the Hebrew Alphabet, 
&c. 8vo, 2s 6d ſewed. | : | 

55 Henry's Bible, a new and beautiful edition, to be com- 
pleted in 216 numbers, large print, on fine wove paper, 
royal 4to, 6d each, 4 numbers publiſhed monthly ; 
there is 56 already publiſhed. | 

N. B. Vol. I. is juſt completed, and may be had in boards, price 21s, 
but the names of the purchaſers muſt be left with the publiſher to 


enſure their taking the remainder. N. B. Their is preparing an elegant 
ſet of plates for the work, which may be had optionally at 1s per 


number. 
56 Hannam's Analytical Campendium, or out- lines of ſermons 
extracted from various authors, 2 vols. 12mo, 7s boards.. 
N. B. Vol. II. fold ſeparate. 
See the very favourable account of this work in Evang. Mag. Sept. 
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57 Huſey's 785 { Rev. Foſeph) God's operations of Grace, but 


ffers of Grace to Sinners, &c, 3d edition, revized 
on corrected by Rev. Mr. Huntington, 8vo, 5s boards, 
58 Hill', Sermons for Families, 8vo 68. 
59 Ditto, on a fine royal paper, 8s boards. 
60 Halyburton { Rev. Thomas) on Deiſin, 8vo, 5s boards. 
61 Houſeman's (Mrs. of Kidderminſter) Diary, with her 
Life, by Pearſall, 8vo, 1s 6d. 
62 Hervey's ¶ Rev. James) Theron and Aſpaſio, or-a ſeries 
of Dialogues and Letters, on the moſt Impori , and 
Wn? Subjects, 2 vols. 12mo, 6s boards; or 73 
ound, 
63 Ditto, large print, 3 vols. in 2, 8vo, 12s bound. 
64 Hervey's Meditations, 2 vols. in 1, 12mo, 3s bound, 
65 ee s Works, 6 vols, 12mo, 18s boards. 
66 Heywood Rev. Oliver, ) on Cloſet Prayer, 12mo, 2s 
bound. 
67 Henry on the Lord's Supper, 12mo, 2s 6d bound. 
68 Henry's Life, by Tongue, 12mo, 3s bound. 
69 Keach's Travels of Ungodlineſs, new edition, with a frontis- 
| piece, 18mo, Is bound. 
70 KReach's Travels of True Godlineſs, new edition, with a 
frontiſpiece, 18mo, Is bound. 
71 Ditto : the above 2 pieces neatly bound together in red, 
28. 


72 Law's (Rev. William) Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 


Life, 14th edition, with the Life of the Author, 3 of 
his Letters, &c. 8vo, 6s boards. 
Dr. Johnſon ſays, © Zaw's Serious Call” is the fineſt piece of hortatory 

theology in any language ide his Life by Borwell, Sue. vol. 2. 

73 Luther's Dr. Martin) Familiar Diſcourſes at his Table, 
commonly called his Table Talk, new edition, with his 
Life, and a fine portrait, folio, | 5s boards. 

74 Life of Francis Spira, with his Dreadful Sufferings and 

. awful Death, I 2mo, Is 6d ſewed. 

75 Locke's ( Joln, E/q. ) Efſay on the Human Underſtanding, 
neat edition, 3 vols. t2mo, 9s boards. 

76 Locke's Candudt of the Underſtanding, with Portrait of 
the Author, 12mo, 2s 6d boards. 

77 Locke's Thoughts Concerning Education, neat edition, on 
fine paper, I 2mo, 3s boards. 

78 Maat Treatiſe of Fluxions, 2d edition, handſomely 
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. printed on fine paper, with 41 new 4to copper plates, 
and an elegant Portrait of the Author, 2 vols. 8vo, 11 
8s boards. 

79 Mactlaurin's Eſſay on the Prophecies relating to the M: ab, 
with an Eſſay on Happineſs, and 3 Sermons, 8vo, 68 
boards. 
80 Maclaurin's Sermons and Eſſays, with his Life and 
Character, by Dr. Gillies, 3d edition, 1 2mo, 3s 6d 
boards. 


Maclaurin's Sermons and Eſſays is a work of uncommon worth, truth, 
and experience, traced to their genuine principles, a mind equally devout 
and penetrating, and language highly expreſſive and energetic.— V ide 


Dr. Williams's Chriſtian Preacher. 


81 Sermons, by. F. B. Maſſillon, Biſhop of Clermont, 
tranſlated by W. Dickſon, 3d edition, 3 vols. 12mo, 
28 boards. 


82 Maſbeimꝰ⸗ Ecclefraſtical Hiſtory, with notes, &c. by Dr. 


aclain, 6 vols. 8vo, /1 10s boards. 


83 Marſhals ( Rev. M.) Gofpel Myſtery of Sandification, 


ſtrongly recommended by the Rev. Mr. Hervey, 12th 
edition, large print, on fine paper, 12mo, 3s boards, or 
3s 6d and 4s. bound. 

84 Mafon's ( Mrs.) Cookery Book, (beſt extant) 8vo, 6s 

bound. 

85 Maſon's { Rev. John A. M.) Sele Remains, Imo, 
Is bound. 

86 Macewen on the Types, new edition, 12mo, 2s 6d boards. 

87 Macewen's Seled Effays, Doctrinal and Practical, with 
his Life, 12mo, 38s bound. 


88 Myles Chronological Hiſtory of the Methodiſts, 3d edition, 


12mo, 5s boards. 

89 Newton's ( Bp.) Differtations on the Prophecies, which 
have been remarkably fulfilled, &c. new edition, on fine 
paper, with an elegant Portrait of the Author, 2 vols. 
8vo, 12s boards. 


90 Oriemal Collectiont, vol. III. for 1799, the laſt publiſhed, 


with plates, 4to, 15s, publiſhed at 21s. 

91 Prephetical Extras, containing ſeveral ſcarce Prophetic 
Pieces, relating to the French Revolution, the Judg- 
ment of God on Germany, &c. with hieroglyphic 
prints, &c. 8vo, 5s boards. 

92 Robinſon Cruſoe's Lite and Adventures, with a fine 
frontiſpiece, neatly printed, 12mo, 3s bound. 
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93 Ryland's Rev. John) Preceptor, or General Repoſitory 
of Uſeful Information for young Perſons in General, 
large 12mo, 3s bound. 

94 Rufſel's ¶ Rev. Robert) 7 Sermons, an excellent little 
family book, 1s bound. 

95 Sonnint's Travels in Upper and Lower Egypt, illuſtrated 
with 28 fine Engravings, and a Map of the Country, 
by the firlt artiſts, printed, on fine wove paper, in 1 large 
volume, 4to, price /1 11s 6d boards, lately publiſhed at 
I2 12s 6d. 

For an high character of the above ce the difſerent Reviews. 

96 Sheraton Cabinet Maker and Upbolſterer's Drawing 
Book, containing a great variety of Original Deſigns in 
Beds, Chairs, and every article of houſehold furniture, 
in the neweſt and moſt approved tile, &c. by Thomas 
Sheraton, cabinet maker, the 3d edition, elegantly 

rinted by Benſley, and illuſtrated with 122 Elegant 
1 in 49 numbers, 4to /2 12s, or done up in 
boards 12 148. 

97 Saurin's Sermons, tranſlated by Robinſon and Hunter, 
with his Portrait, 6 vols. 8vo, 11 10s boards. 

98 Sermon on Bankruptcy flopping Payment, and the Fuftice 

/ Paying our Debts, preached at various churches in 
the city, by William Scott, A. M. 8vo, 6d ſtitched. 

99 Sturme's Reflections on the Works of God, in Nature and 
Providence, for every day in the year, tranſlated from 
the French, and collated with the German, by Adam 
Clarke, with frontiſpieces, &c. 4 vols. 12mo, 18s 
boards. 

100 Searle: Horae Solitariae, new edition, in 2 large vols. 
8vo, 16s boards. | t 

101 Searles Chriſtian Parent, new edition, 12mo, 2s 6d 
bound. 

102 Songs in the Night, by Suſannah Harriſon, a young wo- 
man under heavy affliction, 8th, edition, large print, on 
fine wove paper, pocket ſize, 2s in ſheep, 2s 8d calf, 
28 or Zs elegantly gilt, &c. as preſents to young 
adies. 5 5 

103 Saltmarſh's Free Grace, or the Flowings of Chriſt's 

Blood freely to Sinners, recommended by William 
Huntington, with a frontiſpiece, a new edition, 2s ſewed. 


10+ Taylor's Univerſal ſyſtem of Stenography, or Short Hand 
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Writing, on the eaſieſt and ſimpleſt plan ever offered to 
the Public, 3d edition, to which is now firſt added, a 
new Plate of all the Terminations at one view, the 
whole illuſtrated with 12 Plates, 8vo, 6s boards, or 78 

half bound. we 
105 Uſter's ( Abp.) Life and Remarkable Predidions, 8vo, 
6d ſtitched. | 
106 Yenn's ( Rev. Henry, A. M) Complete Duty of Man, 
or a ſyſtem of Doctrinal and Practical Chriſtianity, to 
which are added forms of Prayer, and offices of De vo- 
tion for the various circumſtances of Life, defigned for 
the uſe of families, the 8th edition, with the Life of the 
Author, handſomely printed on fine paper, 12mo, 3s 
6d boards, 4s in ſheep, or 5s elegant in calf. 
107 Walker's Univerſal Gazetteer, 3d enlarged edition, with 
Maps, &c: Svo, 128 bound. 
108 Willis's Survey of St. Aſaph, conſiderably enlarged and 
brought down to the preſent time by Edward Edwards, 
A. M. 2 vols. 8vo, 18s boards. F 
109 Wellwood's Glimpſe of Glory, or a Goſpel Diſcovery of 
 JImmanuePs Land, new edition, on fine paper, 12m, 
2s 6d ſewed, or 3s bound. © + 


110 Wattss (Dr. Iſaac) Improvement of the Mind, new 


edition, neatly printed on fine wove paper, 'a thick 


gilt. 2 
111 Watts's Logic, uniform to the above, at the ſame prices. 


112 Ma, Philsfophical Efſays on various Subjects, large 


print, 8vo, 5s boards. 

113 Watts's Lyric Poems, 12mo, 2s 6d bound. 

114 Wauss World to Come, 12mo, 3s 6d bound. 

115 Watts's Pſalms and Hymns, very large print, on fine 
paper, large I2mo, only 4s 6d bound in ſheep— 
58 plain calf—or black, with gilt edges, 63-—morocco 
8s. N | 


116 Ditto, pocket edition, large print, fine paper, cheapeſt 


edition ever publiſhed, 2s 6d bound m-ſheep, 3s in plain 
calf, or 3s 6d in black calf gilt edges, alſo bound in 
morocco 5s and 5s 6d. 


117 Hau, Doftrine of the Paſſions, allo his Treatiſe on the 


Love of God, and its influence on all the Paſſions, 
18mo, bound in red 2s 6d. 


12mo, 3s 6d boards, 4s ſheep, 4s 8d calt, 5s elegantly 
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118 Ditto, his Treatiſe ,on the Love of God ſeparate, 
bound 1s 6d. | | 

119 Watts's Songs for Children, 18mo, half bound, 6d each. 

120 Watts's Second Set of Catechiſms, ſtitched in ſtrong paper, 
6d each. | 

121 Young's Night Thoughts, neat pocket edition, 2s bound. 

122 Ambroſe's War with Devils, 12mo, 2s bound. 

123 Ambroſe's Adminiſtration of, and Communion with, Angels, 
12mo, Is 6d bound. 

124 Bofton's Crook in the Lot, or the Sovereignty and Wil. 
dom of God Diſplayed in the Afflictions of Men, Svo, 
28s 6d bound. 

125 Boſton's Primetia et Uliima, 8 vols. 12mo, 9s boards. 

126 Beauties of Dr. Watts's, with his Portrait, 12mo, 3s 
boards. 

127 Beauties of Hervey, with his Portrait, 12mo, 3s boards. 

128 Beautics of Bp. Hall, by Blackavell, 8vo, 6s boards. 

129 Beauties of Saurin, 12mo, 2s boards. 

130 Buck's { Rev. Charles Anecdotes, Cc. 2d edition, 12mo, 
3s 6d boards. | 

131 Bucl' Theological Difionary, 2 vols. 8vo, 19s boards. 

132 Berridge's ( Rev. John Life and Converſion, 8v0, 6d. 

133 Berridge's Laft Farewel Sermon, 8vo, Gd. 

134 Bunyan's Pilgrim: Progreſs, (Heptinſtall's) elegantly 
printed, with beautiful Plates, 8vo, 10s 6d boards ;—on 
royal paper 15s boards; may alſo be hadelegantly bound. 

135 Bunyan' Pilgrim with Bradford's Notes, handſomely 
printed, with plates, 8vo, 7s bound. 

136 Bunyar's Pilgrim, with Notes, by Rev. John Newton 
and Dr. Hawker, 12mo, 3s bound. 


137 Ditto, fine paper, with Plates, Life, &c. 4s and 4s 6d | 


un 


138 Bap Vifions Is, Emblems 9d. 


139 Come and Welcome to Chriſt, 1s and 1s 6d. 
140 Water of Life, Is. | 
141 Holy War, 1s 6d. 


142 Bogatzky's Golden Treaſury for the Children of God, 
new edition, 12mo, 3s bound. | 
143 Ditto, on finer paper, 12mo, 3s 6d bound. 
144 Bibliographical Dictionary, containing a Chronological 
account, alphabetically arranged, of the moſt curious, 
ſcarce, uſeful, and important books, in all departments 


of Literature publiſhed in Foreign Languages, including, 
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the whole of Dr. Harwood's view of the Claſſics, &e. 
vols. 1, to 5, and 4. 6s each, or on royal paper 9s each, 
to be completed in 7 vols. 

145 Clarke (Adam) on the Uſe and Abuſe of Tobacco, 24 
edition, 6d. 
146 Common Prayer in Latin, by Dr. Harwood, pocket 
ſize, 3s 6d bound, or in black calf, gilt edges, 4s 6d. 
147 Creighton's ¶ Rev. James, B. A.) Enquiry into the 
Origin of True Religion, together with the Invention 
of Letters, and the diſcovery of the moſt uſeful Arts 
and Sciences, neatly printed 8vo, ls. 


For a favourable account of the above—See the critical Review for 


May ta 

148 Cit on God's Sovereignty, 8vo, 6s bound. 

149 Davis's Key to Bonycaſtle's Algebra, 12mo, 4s bound. 

150 Dyer*s Life of Rev. Robert Robinſon of Cambridge, 8vo, 

Gs boards. 

151 Durham's Unſearchable Riches of Chriſt, 12mo, 2s 6d 
bound. 

152 Doddridge's Hymns, 12mo, 2s bound. 

153 Dodd on Death, neat pocket edition, 2s bound. 

154 Dodd's Sermons to Young Men, a new edition, neatly 
printed on fine paper, 2 vols. 12mo, 8s boards. 

155 Dickinſon's (of America) Sermons and Tratts, 8vo, 5s 
boards. 

156 Erſkine's Rev. Ebenezer) Works, 3 vols. 8vo, 15s 
boards. 

157 Edward's (of America) Hiſtory of Redemption, fine 
edition, with notes, his Life, &c. 8vo, 6s boards. 

158 Ditto, another edition, 12mo, 3s 6d boards. 

159 Edward's Sermons and Life, 3 vols. 12mo, 9s boards. 

160 Family Inftrufor, 12mo, 8s bound. 

161 Guyſe's Paraphraſe on the New Teſtament, 6 vols. 8vo, 
boards 24s. 

162 HalPs ( Bp.) Contemplations, 3 vols. 8vo, 15s boards. 

163 Homilies of the Church, new edition, 8vo, 7s boards. 

164 Howes's (Charles, Eſq.) Devout Meditations, 12mog 
2s 6d bound. 

165 Jenks's Prayers and Offices of Devotions, 12mo, 3s 6d 
bound. 

166 Lochee's Elements of Field Fortification, with plates, 
8vo, 5s boards. 

167 Milton's Paradiſe Loft, 12mo, 3s bound. 
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168 Newton's Chriſtian Charafer, exemplified from the 
papers of Mrs. Mary Magdalen, A—S. 12mo, common 
boards 2s, fine 2s Gd. 

169 Newton's Rev. John) Life, 18mo, 2s bound. 

170 Owen (Dr. John) on the Hebrews, abridged by Dr. 
Williams, 4 vols. 8vo, II boards. | 

171 Owen on the 130 Pſalm, 12mo, 4s bound. 

172 Owen's Reaſon of Faith in the Scripture, 8vo, 5s boards. 

173 Owen's Meditations and Diſcourſes on the Glory of Chriſt, 

:  .8vo, 5s boards. 

174 Poole's Annotations on the Bible, 4 vols. 4to, 13 boards. 

175 Paſeal's Thoughts on Religion, &c. new edition, with 
his Life and a fine Portrait, 8vo, 7s boards, 

176 Packet for Youth, or evidences of Chriſtianity, drawn 
| from the mind by a Lady, 12mo, 1s 6d boards. 

177 PearſalPs Contemplations, 12mo, 3s boards. 

178. Romaine's Walk of Faith, 12mo, 3s 6d. 

179 Romaine's Liſe Faith, new edition, 12mo, 3s boards. 

180 Romaine's Triumph of Faith, 3s 6d. 

181 Romaine's Letters, 12mo, 3s 6d bound. 

182 Rowe's { Mrs.) Devout Exerciſes of the Heart, a new 
edition, large print, on fine paper, 18mo, 1s 6d bound. 
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